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M' D' COMBER, 
Dean of Carleil, Vicechancellour of the 
Univerficie of Cam r5/ge, and Maſter 
of Trintie Colledge, 
Right worſhipfull, 

STEP Have obſerved in private families , char the 
@ carcfull fach:r d:ſpoling othis children to ſe- 
TA verall employmcncs, ſenderh ſome to ſchool, 
bal. 128 ſome to his plough, ſome to his flocks, while 
Ve 9 {8 perchance the youngeſt as uncapable of grza- 
ter bufinefl:, has the liberrie to play in his hall. Ss is ain 
our Societic _—_— Jytully acknowlegerh you our care- 
full and indulgent parent : ) thoſe of ſtronger abilicies, more 
| reading, and longer experience, arc bukicd ſome inone , ſome 
| in ts of the graver and more {crious ſtudies ; while I, 
| the laſt of that learned Bodic, am task'd totheſe lighterex- 
| erciſes. Accept, Sir, athing bornat your command, and pre- 
ſerved by your patronage. Not bue thatl yow the fruits of 
my more precious houres toyeur ſervice 2 for when I confi 
der the magnificeuce of our buildings, the riches of our cn- 
dowmenes, the great examples of thoſe before me, and all 
theſe bleG'd in _ auſpicious government z 1 find a fire 
kindled in my br-aft, whoſe flame aimeth higher, & rellcth 
me, {o glorious a hivethe royall Founders meanenorco ſhel- 
ter drones. So wiſhing our whole Bodie long happy in fo 
provident a Governour, I reſt, what my oath and peculiar 

ingagements have bound me to be, 


Yours devoted in all dutifull obſervance, 
Thom: Randolph. 
A3 To 


Li] 


To the Reader; 


Courreous Reader, 


i Ea 


Mo. Brg thy pardon, if I put thee to the expenſe 
# of a ſixpence, and the loſſe of an hou-e. If 1 

” could by mine own induſtrie have furniſhed 

» > the deſires of my fritnds, I had not troubled 
7; 7», the Preſſe.'T is n0 opinion of the worth that 
WAN IS Tprought me toit ; if 1 find thee charitable, 
1 acknowledge my ſelf beholding to thee : if thou condemne 
2 of weaknes ,1 cannot be angrie to ſee another of my mind. 
IT ao not. aim at the name of a Poet I have alwayes admired 
the free raptures of Poetrie; but it is too unthrifty a ſcience 

: for my fortunes, and is crept into the number of the ſeven 
z0 undo the other fix.That I make ſo many dedications, think 
not that 1 alue it as a preſent:rich enough to be divided. ; 
but know whom 1 am n piety bound to honour. That 1 ad- 
mit ſo many of my friends approbations, ts not that I itch'd 
for praiſe and love-rubbmmg,” but that I was willing thou 


ſhouldft bave ſomething worth thy reading .Be to meas hind | 
as my audience, who, when they might have uſed their cen- | 


- ſures,made choice of their mercies : and (0 1 muſt achnow- 
ledge my ſelf indebted to thy clemencie. 1 confeſſe no heights 
here no fireng conceits ; 1. ſpeak the language of the people. 

——- Neque f quis ſcribir, utinos, 
Sermoni propior?, puces hunc efle poctam. 
No, beſtow the bonour of this glorious title on thoſe that 
bave abler wits, diviner inventions , and deeper mouthes: 

- Leave me-to the privacie of my fiudies, and accept for thy 
unknown friend L 

T. R. 


To 


| Andif they c 


To thit completd and noble Rulebet: 
Sir KENELLAaM DiIGzin, 


Gr, when I look on you, me thinks I ſee 
Tothe full height how perfe& man may be. 

Sure all the Arrs didcourt you, and you were 

$o courteous as ro give to cach their ſhare ; 

While we lic lock indarknefle, night and day 

Waſting our fruitleſſe _ and time away, 

Perchance for $skill in Grammar, and to know 

Whether this word be thus declin'd or no. 

Another cheats himſelf, perchance ro be 

A prertic youth, forſooth, in fallacie. 

This on Arithmerick doth hourely lie, 

To learn the firſt great bleſling, .Mulply, 

That trayels in Geometrie and tires, 

And he aboye the world a map admires. 

This dotes on Muſicks moſt harmonious chime, 

And ftudying how to keep ir, loſes time. 

One turns o'ce hiſtories,and he can ſhow 


All that has been, but knows not what is now. 


Many in Phyſick labour ; moſt of theſe 


| Loſe health, ro know the name of a diſeaſe, 


Some ( roo high _ are gazing at a ſtarre, 
Ml it by his name, they are 
In heaven alreadic. And another one 
That cries Melpomene, and drinks Helicon, 
At poetrie throws wit and wealth away, 
And makes it all his work to write a play. 
Nay, on Divinitic many ſpend their powers, 
That ſcarce learn any thing, bur to ſtand two hours," 


| How muſt we, Sir, admire you then,that know 


All Arts, and all the beft of theſe can ſhow ! 

For your deep $kill in State, I cannor fay ; 

My knowledge there is onely to obey : 

Bur I believe *t is known to our beſt Peers, 

Amaz'd to fee a Neſtor at your yeoon, 
4 


Mar 


Mars Claims you t99, witnefle the Gallion 

Thar f-It er Sd boks ar Scanderon, 
When Neptune frighted let bis Trident tall, 
And bid his waves call you their General], 
How many m-:n might you divide your tore 
O; vercues ro, and yer noc l:ave you poere, 
Th.-ugh inrich them ! Stay here. How dare I then 
To ſuch an avle judgement ſhew my pen £? 
Bur *c is, Sir, from a Muſe that humbly prayes, 
You *ll let her ivie wait upon your bayes. 

Your admiring ſervant, T.R. 


To the truly nobleKnight Sir Chr, Hatton, 


T2 yu (whoſe recreations, Sit , might be 
Oihers employments ; whoſe quick ſoul can ſce | 

T ticre May, befides a hawk good {pert be found, | 

Anz muſick heard, although without a hound) m 


I f. nd my Muſe. Be pleas'd to hear her train 
When y* are at truce with Tume, *'T is a low vein. 
Eur were 11cr breaſt enrag'd with holier fire, 
That ihe covld force, when ſhe bur rouch'd her Iyre, 
Th- waves rt leap above their clifts, dull earth 
D:ncc round the centre, and create new birth 
Incvery Elemenr,and our-charm each Sphere ; 
*T were but a 1-flon worthyſuch an care. 
T,K 


To his honoured friend Mr: anth. Stafford, 


Gr, had my Muſe gain'd tiſure to conferre 
Wh your tharp 4/5 mages &re | ventur'd her 

Ou luch an audience, that my Comedie 

Hd ſuff-1'd by thy Obelisk and thee ; 

It needed not of juſt applauſedeſpair, 

Bccaule thoſe many blors had m-de it fair, 

I now implore your mercy tomy pen, | 

Tha ſhould have rather begg'd your rigour then, FE: 

"2959 NR T. Ry Coletg | 
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Colendiſcims virs, & juris municipals peri” * 
tiſſimo, Magi/tre Richardo Lanc, g: 

Glr,if the Term be done, and you can find 

Leiſure ts heare my ſuir, pray b- ſo kind 

To give this toy ſuch courteous acceptation, 

A; to be made your client i th*vacarion, 

Then, if they (ay I break the Comick Jaws, 

I have an adyocate ean plead my cauſe. 


_H— _ _ —_ 


——_— 
—_— 


yenerabili viro Magiſiro Olboſton , Precep- 
Fort ſo ſemaper obſervando, ; 
Ny bene quid ſcripſi, tibi debeo ; (i male quicguam, 
Hec erit in vis maxima culpa meis, 
N auf ag1um meruit qui non bene navigat &quor, 
Cu tu Prertums per f. eta Tiphys 64s. 


ht 
_ — 


T.R, 


, 


To hu dear friend, Thomas Riley, 
Twill not fay I on our ſtage have *en 

A ſecond Roſcius ; that too poore had been 3 
But I have ſcen a Proteus, that can take 
What ſhape he leaſe, and in an inſtant wake 
Hunſelf ro any thing ; be that, or this, 
By voluntarie Metamorpholis, 
When thou doſt a&, men think it not a play ; 
Bur all they ſce is reall : O that day, 
(When I had cauſe to bluth that this poore thing 
Did kiſle a Queens hand, and ſalute a King ) 
How often had I leſt thee ! I could find 
One ofthy ſtature, bur in every kind 
Alter'd from him I knew ; nay, I inthce 
Could all profeſſions and all paſhans lee. 


4s 
b — 
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When thou arr-pleas'd to a& an angrie pare, oft 


Thou fright th2 audience ; and with nimble art 
Turn'd Lover, thou doſt thar ſo lively teo, 'y 
Men think that Cupid taught thee how to wooe. -- 
T” exprefle thee all would ask a better pen ; ; 
Thou arr, though little, the whole map ef men, 
In deeper knowl:dge and Philoſophic 
Thou truly art what ochers ſeem to be : 
Whoſe learning is all face ; as 'c were thy fatc 
"There not to aCt where moſt do perſonate, 
*All this in one fo ſmall ; Nature made thee 
To ſhew her cunning in cpitomie; 
While others ( that ſeem giants in the arts, 
Such as have ftronger limbes, bur weaker parts) 
Arc like a volume that conteins lefle in *c 
And yer looks big, cauſe *cis a larger print, 
I ſhould my ſelf have too ungratetull ſhown, 
Sent I not thee my book : — Take *r, 't is thine own 
For thus farre my confeftion thall be free, 
I writ this Comedie, but 't was made by thee, 
Thy true frieud, T. R. 


” - gms 
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Amico ſuo chariflimo,ingeniofiflime,T.Randol- 
pho, liberum de cjus Comcedia judicium, 
A debit proprios negare odores 
*Myrrhe ſaſciculus, ſuaſque mellis 
Mendicare medulla ſuavitates 
Prins quam his Veneves deeſſe cyedam, 
Luz pre /e placidos ferunt Amores. 
eAte/num vigeat, VIEeNs amore. 
Puod ft quis lapides loguatur, iſtum 
Fam jam aptum Tumulo ſcias libellum. 
En | noſter bona ve;ba portat autor 
Illas vult dare, quas 7ecepit auras ;, 
Ridentes, niveagque perjocoſe 
Vincentes Charitas nitore frontis, 
HO Amo'es 


* LS 0 Wl Wd £4 [ WII 


d 


. 
y 


Amores ſimul elegantiaſque 

Ad partus properare tum puteis, © 
Cum riſus populaiis & theatri 
Plauſus ſuppeditatit obftetricem. 


TE: keeps cloſe, when they that wrice by gueſle 
Scatter their ſcribbles and invade the Pretle. 

Stage=Poers ('c is their h:rd, yer common hap ): 

Break our like thunder, though withour a clap. 

Here *t is not fo ; there *s no:hing now comes forth, 

Which hath nox for a licence irs own worth. 

No ſwagg'ring terms, no taunts ; for 't is norright 

To think that onely toothlome which can bite. 

Sce how the Lovers come in Virgin dic, 

And Rofie bluſh, enfignes of modeſtie ; 

hag once beheld by ſuch with that content, 


They necd. not fear others diſparagement. 

Bur I *11.not tell their fortune, what e're 't be ; 

Thou muſt needs kuow *r, if skil'd in palmeſtrie. 

Thus much, where King applauds, I dare be bold 

To fay, *T is pertic=treaſon to withhold. 
Edward Hide. 


To his deareſt friend the Author, after he 
| bad reviſed his Comedie, 


| 

| Te more I this thy maſter=piece peruſe , 

The more thou ſcem'ſt io wrong thy noble Muſe, 

And thy free Genius ; If this were mine, | 
A modeſt envie would bid me confine 

Ir co my ſtudie, or the Criticks court, 

And not make that the vulgar peoples ſporr, 
Which gave ſuch ſweet delight unto the Kingy 
Who cenſur'd jt not as a common ming, 
Though thou haſt made it publick to the view 
o ſelf-love, malice, and that _ crue, 

t Wer mpalcd lic 

At were more fig it ſhould uwp Within 


Within the walls of ſome great librarie ; 
T hat it by chance through injurie of time, 
Plaurus,and Terence and rhar * fragrance thyme Ajiſtophaes 
Or Artick wit ſhouli per.{h'; we might ſee J 
All thoſe reviv'd in his one comedie. 

The Jealous Lovers, Pander, Gull,and Whore, Ei 
The doting Facher, Shark, and many more In 
Thy ſcene dorh repreſ-nt unto the life, M 
Befide th: charaRer of acurſt wife : . 
Ss truly given, in ſo r ſtyle 

As if thy 5RiVe ſoule a 7 her a while Ul 
In each mans bodic; and at length had ſeen | T 
How in th-ir humours they themſclyes demean, þ S: 
I could commend thy jeſts, thy lines, thy plot, B, 
Had I tuttongues-enow : thy names ; what not » 
Bur if our Poets, praiſing vther men, 

With for an hundred tongues ; what want we then 
When we praiſe Poets ? This I *lI onely ſay, 

This work doth crown thee Laureate to day. 

In other things how all, we all know well 

Onely in this thou doſt thy ſelf excell. Edward Fraunces. 
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| Tohis dear friend Mc Tho: Randolph, on 
his Comedie called The Jaaleus Lopers. 


Riend, I muſt grieve your poems injur'd be 
By thar rare vice in pocts, Modeſtje. 
If youdiſlike the iflues of your pen, 
You have invention, bur no judgement rhen, 
You able are to write, but 'r is as true, 
Thoſe that were there cat judge as well as yau, 
You onely think your gold aduſterne, 
When every ſcale of judgemenr finds it weight, 
And every teuchſtone perfeR. This 1 *Il ſay, 
+ - You conttadiRt the name of your ewn play ; 
You sre no Jover of the lines you writ, 
Yet you are jcalous ftill of your own-wit. 
Rich, Bentfeld, T, C. 


”— 
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To his ingenuoue friend, the Authour, 
phater concerning bu Comedie, 
He Muſes, Tom, thy Feelons Lovers be, 
buriving which has the greateſt ſhare in thee, 
Eucerpe calls thee h.rs ; ſuch is thy skill 
In raſtoral] ſonners and in ruralt quill. 
Mcipomene claims thce for her own, andcries, 
Theu haſt an excellent vein tor elegics, 
T is true 3 but then Calliope diſdains, 
Urging thy (anſic in heroick ſtrains, 
Thus all the Nine : Apollo by his laws 
Sits judge in perſon to decide the cauſe : 
Bcholds thy Comedie, approves thy arr, 
And ſo gives ſentence on Thalia's part, 
To her 4 doors thee onely of the nine 
What though the reſt with jealoufie repine ? 
Then let thy Comedie, Thal-2's daughter, 
into know her mother Muſe iy laughter. 
Our with *c, I fay, ſmother nox chus thy birth, 
ces. | Bur publiſh to the world thy harmlefle mirth. 
— | No fretting frontifpice, nor biring Satyre | 
18 | Needs uſher *c forth : born rooth'd ? fic, "ris "gainſt narure; 
| Thou haſt th* applauſe of all : King, Queen, and Courr, 
| And Univerfitie, all I1k'd -hy ſporr. 
| No blunt preamble. ina Cynick humour 
| Need quarrel ac difl;k-,and, (pite of rumour, 
' Force a more candid cenſure,and extorr 
An approbation,mauigre all che Court, 
| Suck rude and ſnarling prefaccs ſuit nct thee 5 
+ | They are ſuperfluous 2 - her Comedie, 


4 


Backer with its own worth and the auchours name, 
Wall Snd ſufficient welcome, excdir, fame. 
Fames Dupert. 
Rango!phs 


Cc. 


OS TY 


EOS, vB; 
* © Randolphoſuo; 
AY queram monumenta firmiera , 
Noſtri nomims, ut ſuper (it etas, 
em (criptus legar in tus libells, 
Et tecum ſemilis futurus #901, 
Out jam vita clnis Schole & Theatii? 
Wolo. Marmor erit mhi poeta. 
Mauſolea mibi met: Menand;i 
O quam eterna ſatis liber perennis ! 
Non quer am moxnumenta firmora, 
Noft/i nominis ut ſuper ſit atas, 


Thom: Riley, 


A Gmme 01 taxto yaupertas multa beatans 
Divitis & pranſam vexat ubique domun, 

Duet tua quotidie pulſarunt limina Chart e : 
Fervidus a tergo & quiſque rogator adeſt. 

Prodeat audatter, repetitaque vulnera preli 
Fabula, que meruit (uſtinuiſſe, ſc; at. 

Non horret tantum tua Muſa,aut mutat ut eſſet 

' Turgior ornatu tuſtica Nympha ſus. 


Car, Fotherbie, 7. Col. 


———_—WW* 


Amico ſuo ingeniofiflimo 
THo: RANDOLPH. 
P1ngits gelotypos, quos pulcbre fingis, amores ; 
Sed nil de Muſa ſuſpicionis habe. 
Fas dominam ut plures novint, & adultera fiet 1 
Muſa, licet fuerit publica, caſia manet. | 
Fr : Meres, 


Fratri 


_———_ TY 


| 


Erdtri ſuo Thew. Randolph, © 


SI ſatis eſt quid te dederit natura priorem, 
Ni fmul & natu major, & arte fores ? 
Ha, ſtiens noſter quam non ſit magni agells, 

Ingenio tenues ſure rependit opes, 


Ro. Randolph.#d.Chr.Oxon. 


— ———n—_ 
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AUTOR TI, 


HE? mibi ! ques fluttus, quod tentas aqusr amice ? 
Queis te jattandum das maleſanus aquis ? 
Irvitata ſuvat quid poſſit leftio ſcire ? 
<Amula vel de te dicere lingua velit ? 
I feliz, oculos dudum predatui, & aures, 
Cenſuramque ipſam ſub juga mitte gravem. 
Dus merit CAROL O plauſum ſpettante, popella 
Non eft cur metuat diſplicuiſſe ruds, 
Dirige viftorem captivo Ceſare cnrrum, 
Augeat & titulos villa MARI A tuss © 
Trifle ſupercilium levo niftantis ocello 
Mitze ſfibi : Momiz eft plaguiſſe nefas. 


Thom: Vincent, 


Q Drama- 


Dramatis perſonz. 
T7 nderm, ſonne of Demetrius, and ſuppoſed brother t& 


Pamphilus, enamour'd of Evadne, 
Pampbilus, ſuppoſed ſonnc to Demetrius, bur ſonnc indeed 
to Chremy lus, ' 
Evade, ſuppoſed daughter of Chremylus. 
Techmeſ., ev ro Chremylus, 
Demetrius, an Athenian in the diſguiſe of an Aftrologer, 
Chremylus, an old man, 
 Dipfas his wite: 
Simo,an old doting father, 
Afotus, his prodigall ſennie. 
Ballio, a Pandcr, and Tutour to Aſorus, 
Phryne, a Courteſan, and Miſtrefiero Aſorus, 
I; a merry chambermaid. 
Hyperbelus, . 
nes, F rwo ſouldiers, 
Bomotochus | 
Cherilss, ; F teFocw, 
A ſexton, 
Staphyla, his wife. 


Peenium. a Page. 
A Frieft.” - 
Ofkcers. 
Servants. 


The Scene - 
Thebes, 


_— 


———_— bw. 
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The Jealous Lovers. 


ACT. 1. SCEN. I. 
Sims, Aſotus, Ballio. 


Sim 2997 | pg Ow thrives my boy Aſotus? is he capable 
| @ Ot your grave precepts? Ball, Sir,I ne- 

ver met 

ker A quicker brain,a witſoneat and ſpruce. 

FARES Wcl,getthee home old Simo:go & kneel; 


Fall on thy aged knees,and thank the gods 


1 ow ſharp-and tayt his anſwers - >2QW Simo, 


ny impreſſions. A/ot. ASI ama Gentleman, 
And firſt of all our family ,you wrong me,Dad, 
To take me for a dunce. $17. No,good Afotus, 
It is thy fathers care, a provident care, 
That wakes him from hus ſleeps 10 think of thee 
And when Ibrooding fit upon my bags, 
And every day turn o're-my heaps of gcld, 
Each piece I finger makes me ſtart, andcty, 
This,this,and this,and this 1s for Aſotus. , 
Aſot. Take this,andthis, and this,and this again 5 
Can you nor be content to give me money, - 2D 
Bur you muſt hit me in the teeth with't 2 ——S'lid. 
Ball. Nay, good Aſotus, ſucha loving father 
That does noe ble you with a ſweatic palm - 
Clapt on your hed, or ſomeunfruirtull prayer 3 


hang get a boy of wax, fit to receive 


| Bur layes his bleftings out in gold and filver, 


Fine white and yellow bleiſings. Aſot. Priythee Ballio, 
Teould endure his white and yellow bleflings 
Ifhe would leave his prating. Sim. Do you hear him.; 


Thhakt 


2 "The Jealoms Lovers, AA. 1, 


Th'haft got a witty witty Wagge ; yer dear one, SC 
When I bchold the vaſtnefle of my treaſure, Wh 
How large my cofters,yer how cramm'd with wealth, 1 Th 
That every talent ſweatsas in acrowd, Bui 
And grieves not at the priſun but the narrowneſle. To 
Aſot. 1f I make not room for 'em,ne*re truſt me, Bu 
Sim. When 1 ſee this I cannot chuſe bur fear þ Wi 
Thou canſt not finde out wayes cnow to ſpend it : 4 Fin 
They will out vie thy pleaſures. Ball, Few ſuch fathers ! Þ Aſc 
I cannot chuſe but ſtroke your beard, and wonder, (: 
That having ſo much wealth you have the wir [IT 
Tounderſtand for whom you got it. ſet. True : Sle 
And I have fo much wit to aan Ani 
- It muſt beſpent,and ſhall, boyes, Sim.Pray heaven it may! | Inc 
Aſot. I'll live to ſpend it all;& then——perhaps I'll dic! $ 
And will not leave the purchaſe of a ſheer, | 


Or buy a rotten coffin. Ball. Yes, dear Pupill, 

Buy me an urn ; while yet we laugh and live, 

It ſhall contain our drink, and, when we die, 

It may preſerve our duſt : tis fit our aſhes 

Should take a nap there where they rook their liquor. 
Sim. _ counſell thir——obſerve it, boy=—obſerve it. 
Aſot. I live in Thebes, yet I dare ſwear all Athens 

Aﬀeords not ſuch a Turour : thou mayſt reade 

To all th: young heircs—in town or city. 
Sim. Ah Ballio ! I have lived a dunghill wrerch, 

Grown poore by getting riches mine own torture, 

A ruſt unto my ſelfe, as to my gold : 


To pile up idle treaſure ſtarv'd my body [ h; 
Thus, to a wrinkled skin, and rstten bones, \ To 
And ſpider-like have ſpunne a web of gold Ou 
- Out of my bowels ; onely knew the care, Wit 
Bur notthe uſe of gold. Now,gentle Ballio, Tha 
I would not have my ſonne fo loth'd a thing : He 
No,let him live and ſpend,and buy his pleaſurcs Th: 
At any rate. Reade to him,geatle Ballio, We 


Where Pct. 


I, 


c! 


Scen.I. T he Jealous Lovers. 3 


Whezeare the daintieſt meats,the briskeſt wines, 

The coſtlicſt garments. Ler him dice and wench ; 

But with the Breſt be ſhe wife or daughter 

To our beſt Burgeſfle : and if Thebes be ſcarce, 

Buy me all Corinth for him :!——When Iflcep 

- Within my quier grave I tha l have dreams, 

Fine pleaſant dreams, to think with how much pleaſure 

> Aſorus ſpends what with care have gor, 

"- Aſot. Sure I were a moſt ungracious childe now, 

If I ſhould ſpoil the dreams ofa dead father. 

Sleep when thou wilt within thy quiet urn, 

And thou ſhalt dream thou ſceft me drink Sack plenty, 

Incircled round with Dovies plump——and dainty. 
Sim. How thrives my boy. ? How forward in his 


| ftudies? 
Ball, Troh—with much induſtry-— I have broughe 
him now (drinking > 


Thathe is grown—paſt drinking ? Sim, How man ? paſt 
| Ball, I mean he is grown pM > in that ſcience. 
Sim. But will he not forger >, 4ſot.No I warrane you, 
I know I ſha*nt forget ; becauife Ch*morning 
I ne*re remember what I did o're night. 
Sim, How feeds my boy > Ball. Troth well : I never mer 
& ftomach of more valour, or a tooth 
Ofſuch judirious knowledge. Sim.Can he wench? ha ? 
Ball, To fay the truth—but rawly. Aſot.Rawly!'——Fa 
ſure 
[ have already made my Dad a Grandfire 
To five and twenty ;'——and if I do nor 
Out of mere charity people all che Hoſpitals 
With my ftray babes,then geld me.——Wotothe Pariſh 
That bribes me net to ſpare ic. Ball, Then for the Die, 
He throws it with ſuch art,fo pois'd a hand, 
That had you left him nothing,thar one myſterie 
Were a ſufficient portion. Afot. Will youſce me ? 


Sct me a bag, Theſe were an Uſurers bones, 
EP TE} i "If Ball, 
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Ball. In ths behold what frailty lives in man : rein 
He that rubb'd our a life ro gather waſh, Som 
Is after death turn'd prodigall, S:##, Throw, Aſorus, * 

Aſot. Then have ar all ,—3nd *rwere a million, —All} y,y 
Forwne was kind : the precious dirt 1s mine. | ate 

Sim. And take it boy, and this——and this beſide. | ar, 
And, *cauſc deſere may challenge a reward, Mee 
This for your paines, deare Balko, Ball. My endeavours, } 3 
Although to my beſt power, —alas—come ſhore The 
Of any meric. Sir, you make me bluſh, And 
And this reward bur chides my infufficiencie. As r 
Pray urge i: not. Sims. A mo.{cſt——heneſt——honeſt Ups 


PII double it—in faith I will-—i am 
The joytulPt father ! Ball, Sce howthe good man weeps 
Aſot. So he will weep his gold away, no marter. 


Sim. Come hither deare,come,ler me kifſe my ſonne. Mg 
Aſot. There's a ſweet kifle indeed : this *ts to want P11 

A Tatour. Had you had my education, = 
You would have ta'ne me Phe lilic hand, |The 
Then gaz'd a while upon my flaming eycs, Wh 
As wondring at the luſtre of their orbs ; Or 
Then humbly beg in language ftrow'd with flowers, p 
Torafte the cherries of my rubie lip. Anc 
God-a-mercy for this, Tutour. Sims. 1 am o'rejoyc'd, 1 c 
©'rejoyc'd. Exit Si F 

| Pl 

S CEN. 11. For 

Aſotus, Ballio. As 

Aſot. YJE11, go thy wayes, I may have a thouſand fa 1'1] 
" thers, 
And never have the like *—=Wecll pockers, well, Sa 


' Be not ſo fad ; though you are heavie now, 
You ſhall be lighter. Ball. Pupill, I muſt tell you, 
I do repent the lofle of thoſe good houres, 

And would call back the ſtudic I have ta'ne 


% _ 


' Scen.2. The lealows Lovers, 
"Hin morall Alchymie, to extra a Gentleman 
Almoſt our of a dunghill. Still do I ſee 
Somuch of peaſant in you > 4ſot. Angry, Tutour ? 
Ball, Teem'd my invention all this whil: for this > 
All) Noberter iflue of my labouring brain, 
| After ſo many and ſuch painfull throes ? 
Another finne like this, and be transform'd 
Meere clown again. A4/ot. The reaſon, deare Inſtruour. 
Ball. Have I not open'd ro you all the myſteries, 
The preciſe rules and axiomes of Gernilitie 2 
And all methodicall ? Yet you ftill ſodull, 
As notto know you print eternall ſtains 
Upon your honour, and corrupt your blood 
(Thatcoſt me many a minute the refining) 
<P1By carrying your own money ? See theſe Beecher, 
A pairof worthy ,rich,and reverend Breeches 
| to the faſhion by a Jump of droſle. 
[1] be your bailiff rather. 4ſot. Our infeQion. 
| Ball, Who, that bchel{thoſe hoſe, could e'reſuſpeR 
iThey would be guilty of m:chanick merall? 
What's your vocation > Trade you for your (clf > 
Or elſe whcſe Journyman or Prentiſe are you ? 
Aſot. Pardon me, Tutour : for I doe repent 
And do proteſt hereafter I will never 
car any thing rhar jingles—bur my ſpurres. 
Ball. This is gentile. 4ſot. Away mechanick traſh: 
I'll kick thee, ſonne of earth ;——=thus will T kick thee, 
For torturing my poore father ——Dur, avant— 
I do abandon thee. Ball. Bleſt be thy generous tongue, 
But who comes here ? This office muſt þe mine : 
ll make you faire account of every drachme. 
Aſot. I'll not endure the trouble of account : 
Say all is ſpent, —and then we muſt have mere. 


Irs 


= 


IC. 
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The Jealous Lovers, 


AA, 
SCEN, 1II. 
Tyndaius, Aſotus, Ballio. 
Tyn.XV/Hat Fury ſhot a viper through my ſoul 
n Wo poiſon all my r ant >\Civill difſention 


Warres in my bloud : here Love with thouſand bows 
And twenty thouſand arrows layes his ſiege 

To my poore heart ; which, mann'd with ncught but fear, 
Denies the great god entrance. O Evadne |! 

Canſt thou, that riſeſt fairer then the morn, 

S:t blacker then the evening * m——Weak jcaloufic ! -— 
Did e're thy prying and ſuſpicious light 

Find her lip guilty ofa wanton ſmile ? 

Or one laſcivieus glance dart from her eye ? 

The bluſhes ofher cheeks are innocent, 

Her carriage ſober, her diſcourſe all chaſte ; 

No toyiſh geſture,no defire to ſee 

The publick ſhows,or haunt the theatre, 

She is no popular Miſtrefle ; all her kiſſes 

Do ſpeak her Virgin : ſuch a baſhfull hear 

Ar ſeverall rides ebbes,flowes flowes,cbbes again, 
As't were afraid to meet our wilder flame. 

Burif all this be cunning, (as who knows 
"The fleights of Sirens ?) and I credulous fool 
Train'd - her ſongs to fink in her embraces ; 

I were undone for ever——wretched Tyndarus ! 

Aſot. Ha,ha,ha,he. This is an arrant Cockscomb, 

That's jealous of his wife before he has got her, 

And thinks himſelfe a Cuckold before marriage. 
Ball. Want of a Tutour makes unbridled youth 
Run wildly into paſſions. Yuuhave gor 

A skiltull Pilot (though I fay it) Pupil}, 

One that will ſteer both you and your cfate 

Into ſafe harbour. ——Pray ,obſerve his humour. 
Tyn.- Away foul fin.——Tis Athciſm: to ſuſpe& 

A devil lodg'4 in ſuch divinity, 


' 
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Call ſnow unchaſte, and ſay the ice is wanton, 
If ſhe be ſo, No,my Evadne, no; 

I know thy ſoul as beautesus as thy face. 

That glorious outhide which all eyes adore, 

Is but the fair ſhrine of a fairer ſaint, 


; Opardon me thy penitentinfidell : 


By thy fair eyes (trom whom this little world 
Borrowsthar light it has) I henceforth vow 
Never tothink finne can be grown fo bold 


| As to affaulr thy foul. A4ſor. This fellow,Tutour, 


Waxes and wanes a hundred times a minute : 
In my conſcience he was got in the change o'ch'Moon. 


SCEN, IIIL. 


b Chremylus, Dipſas, Aſotia\, Ballio, Tyndarus. 


Dip, R Oc in thy grave, thou dotard,l dehie thee. 
Curſt be our day of marriage : ſhall I nurſe 


"| And play the mother to anethers brat? 


| And ſhe to noſe mydaughter >——Take Eyadne, 


Your prenty-precious-by-blow, fair Evadne 

The minion of the town: go-—and provide her 

A place Ith* Spine. Chrem.Gentle wite have patience. 
Dip. Lettheern have patience that can have patience, 

For I will have nopatience.—-S lid. Patience ? Patience ? 
Ch/em. You know her daughter ro our dearcſt friend : 

And ſhould my ſonne committed to hiscare 

Thus ſuffer as the poor Evadne does, 

The gods were juſt thus to revenge her wrong. 
D:p. I will not have my houſe afflifted with her; 

She has more ſuitoursthen a pretty wench inan Univerhiy, 

While my daughter has leiſure enoughto follow her needle. 
Cb;em. Wite,l muſt tell you yare a peeviſh woman. 
Dip. AndI muſt tell you y*are an arrant Cockscomb 

To rell me ſo, My daughter nos'd by a ſlur ? 

Aſot, There will be a quarre), Tutour : doyou _ 
X B 4 


BZ T he Jealous Lovers; 
The old, mans part ; I am o'th'womans fide, 
Chrem, Were every vein in poore Eyadne fill'd 
With bloud d-riv'd from thoſe whoſe anceRFours 
Tranſmirted in chat bloud a hate to us, 
A lincall hate tv all our family ; 
Yer truſted to my care ſhe'is my daughter, 
And ſhall ſhare equall bleflings with mine own. 
Dip. Then a perperuall noiſe ſhall fill thy houſe 2 
I will not let thee ſleep, norear, nor drink, 
Bur I will torture thee with a peal of chiding. 
T nou ſhalt confefle thetroubled ſea more calm; 
Thar thunder with lefle violence cleaves the aire : 
The ravens, ſcreech-owls, and the mandrakes voic: 
Shall be thy conſtant mufick——1 can talk, 
Thy friends that come to ſee thee ſhall grow deaf 
With my loud cſamours, Heaven be prais'd for tongue : 
No woman in all Thebes is berter weapon's : 
And *r ſhall be ſharper ; or were any member 
Not dead beſides my tongue, I would employ it 
Irthy juſt corment. I am vextto think, 
My beſt revenge age hath prevented new: 
Elſe every man ſhould read it in thy brew, 
Cbrem. 1 will notwind you up,dearo Jaium : Go, 
Run-ourt your line at length,and ſo be quier. 


SCEN. V. 


Dipſas, Tyndarm, Aſotus, Ballio. 


Tyn.JJErc is an argument, 7yndayus, to incite 
oP And tempt thy free neck to the yoke of Love. 
Are theſe the joyes we reap i'ta'nupriall bed ? 
 -Firſt in thy boſome warmthe ſnake, and call 
The viper to thy armw—O gentle death, 
There is no flcep bleſt and ſecure bur thine. 
Wives are but fair aftliQions: ſure this woman 


AR. 1; 


» 


Exit Chremylus. 
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1:1 Scen6, The Jealow Lovers, 
'} Was woo'd with proteſtations, oathes and yowes, 
As well as my Evadne, thought as fair, 
As wiſe and vertuous as my ſoul ſpeaks her : 
| And may not ſheor play the hypocrite now 2 
Or after turn Apoſtate >— Guilty thoughts, 
Diſturb me net. For were the ſex a finne, 
| Her goodnefle were ſufficient te redeem 
And ranſome all from ſlaughter. Dip.Gentle Sir, 
I pitic the 9005 oem of your age, 
That caſt your love upon a dangerous rock. l 
'} My daughter ! Bur I bluſh to own the birth, 
"| And curſe the wombe fo fruitfull ro my ſhame. 
You may be wiſe and happy——or repent, 


SCEN. VI. 


Tyndarus, Aſotus, Ballio. 

| Aſor.T'His woman is a devil , for ſhe hates her own 
children. 
| Ball. In what an extafie ſtands that grieved wight ! 
| Aſot, In troth I ſhall into compunRion melc, 
Will not a cup of Lesbian liquor rowze 
His frozen ſpirits to agility ? 

Ball. Spoke like a ſonne of Aſculapius. 
« Aſot. My fathers angels guard thee. We have gol 
To cure thy dumps, although we do not mean 
It ſhould profane theſe breeches, Sure his ſoul 
Is gone upon ſome errand, and has lef: 
The _—_ in pawn till it come back again. 

Tyn, Cold jcaloufic, I ſhall accountthee now 
No idle paſſion, when the womb that barc her 
Shall plead her guilt ; I muſt forget her name. 
Flie from my memerie : I will drink oblivion a_ 
To loſe the loth'd Evadne. A/ot. Generous Sir, | 
| A potrle of Elixir at the Pegaſus 
| Bravely carouz'd is more reſtorative. 


Exit Dipſus. 


The Jealous Lovers, 


Aſot. Impertinent ? Impertinent in thy face. 
accrues upon the word Impertinent. 
Tatwur, draw forth thy fatall ſteel, and laſh 
Till he deyoure the word Imperrinent. 
Ball. The word Impertinent will not bear a quarrcl ; 
The Epichet of Good hath mollified ic. ; 
Aſot. We arc appcas'd-—Be ſafe—l ſay——Bc ſafe, 
Tyn. Be not raſh, Tyndarus. This malicious woman 
May as well hate her daughter, as her husband. 
I am too ſudden to conclude her falſe 
On ſuch ſleight witnefle. Shall I think the Sunne 
Has loſt his crown of light, becauſe a cloud 
Or envious night hath caſt a cloud of darkneſſe 
*Twixr the worlds eye and mine? Aſat. Canſt thou, royall 
Burn out the rempant of a day with us > (boy, 
Tyan. 1 am reſolved upon a ſafer triall. 
Sir, you are courtly, and no doubt the Ladies 
Fall our abour you : for thoſc rare perfeRions 
Can do no lefle then raviſh. Aſot. I confefle 
I cannot walk the ſtreets, bur ſtraight the females 
Arc in a?runult, —l1 muſt leave thee, Thebes, 
Left I occafioncavilll warres to rage 
 , Withinthy wals—1 would be lorh to ruige 
My native ſoil, Ba{l, Sir,what with my inftruſtions, 
He has the wooing charaQter, Tyn. Could you now 
Bur pull the maiden-bloflomes of a roſe 
Sweet as the ſpring it buds in, fair Evadne ; 
Or gain her promuſe, and that grant confirm'd 
.» By _ flejight jewel} I ſhaſl vow my ſelf 
Indebted tothe ſervice, and live yours. 
** Aſot. She cannot ſtand the fury of my ſiege, 
> - Ball. Atfirft aflaulr he rakes the female fort. 
Afot. And ride loves conquerour through the ſtreets of 
Thebes. I'll rell you, Sir : You would nor think how 
- many Gentlemen uſhers have & do daily indanger their lit- 


Ar. 


ue. 
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Ic legs, by walking early and late ro bring me viſits from 
this rods "a her Countefſe. Heaven ode the finne |! 
Ne'ce a man in this city has made ſo many chambermaids 
loſe their voices as I ha*' done, 

Tyn. As how,l pray? Aſot. By riſing inthe cold nighero 
let me in rotheir Madame. If you hear a waiting-woman 
coughing,follow her: the will infallibly dire& you to ſome 
that has | a miftreſl> of mine. 

Ball. Thave tcad loves tafticks to him, and he knowes 
The military diſcipline of wooing : 

To rank and file his kifles 2 How to muſter 

His troups of compi:ments and——Tyz. I do believe you. 
Go on—return victorious. O poeore heart, 

What ſorrows doft thou tcem with ! Here fhe comes. 


SCEN, VII. 
Tyndarius, Aſatus, Ballio, Evaane. 


Tyn. ANd is it poſbble ſo divine a Goddefle 
Should tall from heaven to wallow here in fin 
With a Babion as this is ?»—>fMy Evadne, 
Why ſhould aſadnefle dwell upon this cheek 
To blaſt the tender roſes ? ſpare thoſe tears 
To pitie others ; thy unſported ſoul 
Has not a ſtain in *c to be waſht away 
With penitent waters. Do not grieve ; thy ſurrows 
Have forc'd mine eyes too to this womaniſh weaknefl:, 
Aſot. A pretty enemy. I long for an encounter. 
Who would nor be valiant to fight under ſuch colours > 
Evad. My lord, *c is guilt enough inmeto challenge 
A ſea of tears, that you ſuſpe& me guilty, 
I would your juſt ſword would ſo courteous be 
As to unrip my heart; there you ſhall read 
In charavters ſad lovers uſe to write 
Nothing bur innocence anderue faith to you. 
+ Tya, I have loſt alldiſtruſt; ſealme my pardun 


In _-. 
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In a chaft turtles kifle, The doves that draw 
The rofic chariot of the Queen of Love, 
Shall ner be link'd in whiter yokes then we. 
Come ler us kille, Eyadne,——Our tempration ! 
There was too much, and that teo wanton heat 
In thy laſcivious lip-—Go to the ſtews ; 
I may perchance be now and then a cuſtomer, 
Bur do abjure thee from my chaſter ſheets, 
Exit Tyndarus. 


SCEN. VIII. 


Evadne, Ballio, Aſotus. 


Evad. "Hen from the world abjure thy ſelf, Eyadne, 

And in thy quiet death ſecure the thoughts 

Of troubled Tyndarus.——My womaniſh courage 

Could prompt me on to die, were not that death 

Doublcd in lofing him. Th'Elyfian fields 

Can be no parad:ſe while he's not there : 

The walks are dull without him. A/or. Such a qualm 

O” th* fudden. Ball. Fic, turn'd coward ? Reſolution 

Is the beft ſword in warre. 4ſot. TherrI will on, 

; Andboldly.—Yet-—3a44, What ? will you loſe the day 

E*re you begin the battel > 4ſot. Truly, Turour, 

I have an ague takes me every day, 

And now the cold fir 's on me. Ball. Go home and bluſh, 

- Thou ſonne of fear. 4ſot, Nay, then 1'11 venture on, 

Were ſhe ten thouſand ftrong. Hail heavenly Queen 

\* Of beautic, moſt i!Iuſtrious Cupids daughter 

” Was notfo fair. Ball, Hismother. Aſot. *T is no matter, 
The fillie Damſell underſtands no Poerric. 

- Deigne'me thy lip as blue as azure bright. 
Bal. As redas ruby bright. 4/ot, What's thar to th* pur- 

Is not azure blue as good as ruby red ? poſe ? 
Evad. It is not charitable mirth to mock 


A wretched Ladies griefs. The gods are juſt, Pu 
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And may requite you with a ſcorn as great 

As that you throw on me. Aſot.Not kifle a Gentleman ? 
And my father worch thouſands ?-—Reſolution, 

Spurre me to brave atchievements. Evadr.Such arudenefle 
Some Ladies by the vyalour of their ſervants 

Could have redeem'd. ———Ungentle god of Loye, 

Write me not down among the happier names ; 

I onely live a martyr in thy flames. Exit, 

Aſot. This is ſuch a maſculine feminine gender. 

Bak. She is an Amazon both tour and rail. 

Aſot.Yer I got this byftruggling. If I fit you not, 4 diamoul 
Proud ſqueamiſh coynefiz.— Turour,ſuchan itch |, 1g 
Of kifſing runnes all o're me. ll ro Phryne, 
And fool away an hour or two in dalliance. 

Ball. Go, I muſt ſtay to wait on fair Techmeſla ; 
Who is as jealous of young Pamphilus 
As Tyndarus of Evadne. 4ſot.Surely, Tutour, 

I muſt provide me a ſuit of jealoulic : 
It will be all the faſhion. 


her care, 
- 


SCEN, IX, 
Techmeſſa, Ballis. 


Tech. Letſe me! what uncouth fanhies toſle my brain ! 
As in yon arbour ſleep had clos'd mine eyes, 

Me thought within a flowmy plain were mer 

A troup of Ladies, and my ſelfe was one, 

Amongſt them roſe a challenge, whoſe ſoft foor 

Should gentlieſt prefle the graflz,and quickeſt run, 

The prize for which they ſtrove,the heart of Pamphilus. 

The viRorie was doubttull, All perform'd 

Their courſe with <quall ſpeed, and Pamphilus 

Was choſen judge to end the controverſie, 

Me thought he ſhard his heart, and dealc a piece 

To every Lady of the troup, bur me : 

It was unkindly done. Ball, Thave deſcried— * 
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Tech.What,Ballio? Ball. A froſt in his affeRions 
To you ;——ut heart above the rage of Dog-dayes 
To any other perticoat in Thebes, | 


I do not think but were th: Pox a woman, 

He would nor ſtick to court it. Tech, O my ſoul ! 
Thou haſt deſcricd too much. _——How ſweet ir 1s 

To live in ignorance : Ball. I did found him home, 
And with ſuch words profan'd your reputation, 
Would wher a cowards ſword, One that ne're ſaw you 
Rebuk'd my ſlanderous tongue. I feel the crab-rree fill, 
While he ſar ſtill unmov'd. Tech. It cannot be. 

Ball. 11 undertake he ſhall refigne his weapon, 

And forſwear fteel in any thing bur knives, 

Rather then venture one ſmall ſcratch,ro ſalve 

Your wounded honour ; or,to prove you chaſte, 
Encounter with a pin. 

Tech. I am no conimon miſtreſle,nor have need 

To entertain a mulritude of champions 

To draw in my defence, _—Yet had he loy'dme, 

He could nor hear me injur'd with ſuch patience. 
Ballio one triall more : bring me his {word 
Rather refign'd then drawn in my defence, 

And I ſhall reſt confirm'd. Ball. Here's a fine bulinefie. 
Whar ſhall I do? go to a cutlers ſhop, 

And bay a ſword like chat. O 'c will not do. 
 - Tech. Will you do this > Ball, It is reſoly'd. I will 
- "One way or other. Wir,at a dead lift help me, 


SCEN. X. 
; P egnium, Techmeſſa, Ballio. 
| P&M _, the wretched Pamphilus! Tech, What of 
um * 


| Peg.Is through your cruelty and ſuſpicion dead. 
Ball, That newes revives me, Tech, Haſte, Techmeſh, 


then ; 
What _ 


1 Seen.19. 


The fealows Lovers, 


What doft thou here when Pamphilus is dead 2 
Caſt off this robe of clay, my ſoul, arid flie 
To overtake him, beare him company 

To the Elyfian groves : the journey thither 

Is dark and melancholy : do nor ſufter him _ 


ry 


' Togo alone. Peg. Madame,I joy to fee 


With how much ſorrow you receive his death. 
I will reſtore you comfort : Pamphilus lives, 
Ball, If Pamphilus live, then Ballio'sdead again. 
Tech. Do you pur tricks upon me? we ſhall have you 
On a litcle counterfeit forrow,and a few drops 
Of womans tears, go and perſwade your maſter 
I am deeply in love with him. Peg.lf yoube nor, 
You oughtin juſtice. Tech.T'll give thee a new fearter 
And tell me what were thoſe three Ladies names 


d," maſterentertain'd laſt night. Peg.Three Ladies ! 


Tech. You make it ſtrange now. P eg, Madame, by all 

y maſter bears a love ſo tirmly conſtanr oathcs 

Toyou,and onely you ; he ralks,thinks,dreams 

Of nething bur Techmefla. When he heares 

The ſound of your bleſt name,he turns Chameleon, 

And Iives on that ſweet ayr. Here he has ſent mecHc tyes 

With letters to you; which-I ſhould deliver {22.m 

I know not,nor himſclfe - for firſt he writes, pull nk 

And,whenthe ietcer likes him not, begins 

Aſecond Rtyle,and ſo a third and Gard , 

And thus proceeds; then read:s *emover all, 

And knows not which to ſend: p:rchance tears a. 

The paper was not taire enough to kifle 

S0 white a hand ; thar letter was too big, 

A line uneven ; all excuſe prevail'd. 

Lawguage,or phraſe,or word,or [yllable, : 

That he thought harſh and rough. I have Leardhim with 

Abore all bleflings heaven can beſtow 

(So ſtrange a fanfic has aff:iontaughthim) 

That he might have a quill from Cupids wing _ 
| ipe 
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Dipt in the milk of Venus, to record ] 
Your praiſes and his love. I have brought you here 
Whole packers of afteRions. Ball.Blefled occafion ! Ce fi 
Here is a conqueſt purchas'd without bloud. wa 
Though frengrh and valuur fail us, yer we ſce 
There may a field be won by policie. Exit, 
Tech. Go, Pzgnium,tell your maſter I could wiſh 
That I was his; bur bid him chooſe another. 
Tell him he has no hope cre to injoy me ; 
Bur bid him notdzſpair. I do not doubr 
His conftant love to me : yer I ſuſpe& 6] 
His zeal more fervent to ſome other ſaint. A 
Say I receive his letters with all joy, T 
Butwill not take the painesto read a ſyllable. Exit.| 5 
Peg. If Ido notthink women were got with riddling, whip 
me:Hocas,Pocas,here youſhall have me,andthere you ſhall , 
' have me. A man cannot finde our their meaning without 7, 
the fieveand ſheers.I conceive them now to be ingendredoff 5 
nething bur the wind and the weather-cock. What?my ſword] © 
gone > Ha) Well. This ſame pandarly rogue Ballio has] c- 
got it. He ſowes ſuſpicions of my maſter here, becauſe he} 
cudgels him into manners, and that old ſcold Dipſas hires 
- himto ir. How could ſuch a devill bring forth ſuch an an- 
gell asmy Lady Techmefla? unleffe it were before her fall. 
I know all their plors, and yer they cannor ſce'em. Heaven] 'r7, 
keep me from love, and preſerve my cye-fight.Go plor Eny 
gincers, plot on: { aU 
I'll work a countermins, and *c will be brave, | ; 
An old rogue ovet-rcach'd by a young knave, Exit.} oO, 
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ACT. II. SCEN. I. 


Aſotus, Ballio. 


Evenge, more ſweet then muſcadine and 
ceges 

To cay 1 will embracethee, Healths in 
bloud 

Arc ſoul.liers mornings-draughts. Proud, 

proud Evyadne 

Shall know what *c is to make a wit her foe, 

And ſuch a wit as can give overchrow 

To m:le or f-male, te cthey——man or woman. 

This can my Tutour do, and I, cr——no man. 
Ball. And Pamphilus ſhall learn by thisdear knock 


| 4ſt 


Invention lies at ſafer ward then wit * 
This {word ſhall reach not :o provoke the crucl. 
Aſot. And by this gemme all I confound a jewel. 
lid, Turour,l have a wit too: there was a jeft ex tempore. 


= His I:beral valour late beſtowed upon me, 


S CEN. II, 


Aſotus, Ballio, Tyndarus, 

Tyn. P Hyficians fay, there's no diſeaſe ſo dangerous 

As when the Patient knows not he is tick, 

-uch, ſuch is mine. I could not be fo ill, 

Did I but know I were nor. well. The fear 

Ot dangers but ſuſpeAed is mere homid” 
Then preſent miſeric. I have ſcena man, 
During tac ſtorm, ſhake at the thoughts of death ; 
Who, when his eyes beheld a certain rune, | 
Died hugging of che wave. Were Evadne rue, 
[1 were too bleſt ; er could I ſay ſhe's falſe, 
I could no more be wretched, I am well : 


My pulſe bears muſick, and my lively bloud | 
C | Dances 


by | 
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Dances a healthfull meaſure. —Ha ! What's this &: 

Gnws at my heart ? what viperous ſhirt of Nefſus 

Clzaves to my $skin, and-cats away my fleſh > 

'T is ſom2 inteQtion. ——Aſot. Tutour Let's be gone. 

O” my life we ar: dead men clſe, Tyn. My Afſotus > 
Aſot. Keep your infeQRien to your ſelf. Tyan, *T is loye 

Is my inteRion. Aſot. Nay,then I care not 'T'yndarus : 

For that is 5n epidemicall diſcaſc, 

And is th> fincft ficknefl: in the world 

When it takes two together, Tyz. Dear, dear ſelf ! 

How fares the darling ofthe age ? Say,whar ſuccefle > 
Aſot. Did not I tell you, Sir, that I was bern 

Wick a caul upon my face ? My mother wrapt me 

In her own ſmock. The females fall before me 

Like trembling doves before the towring hawk 

While o':e the ſpoils in triumph thus I walk, 
Ball. So he takes virgins with his amorous eye, 

As ſpiders web intraps the tender flie, (lawn, 
Aſot. True, Tutour, true : for I woo'em with cobweb- 

-  Tyn. I know the reſt of women may be frail, 

Brictle ab glafles : bur my Evadne ſtands 

A rock of Parian marble, firm and pure, 

The cryſtall may be tainted, and rude feer 

Profane the milkic way : The Phoenix ſelf, 

Alchough but une, —nv _—_ e*'re I harbour 

Diſhonourable thoughts of thar bright maid ! 

No, Tyndarus, refle& upon thy ſelt, 


b 
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Turn thine eyes inward, ſce thine own unworthineſle, 
That docs thy thoughts to this ſuſpicion move : 
She loves thee not, "cauſe thou deſervſt no love. 
Aſot. I do notknow where the inchantment lies, 
Whether it be the magick of mine eyes, 
Oc lip, or cheek, or brow %— bur I ſuppoſe 
The conjuration chiefly in my noſe. 
Evadne, Sir, is mine, and woo'd me firſt, 


Troth *c is a prettic lafle ; and fora woman 


t.2, 


love 


Scen.2. T he Jealous Lovers. 


She courts in landſome words ; and now and then 
A police phraſe,and ſuch a feeling a petite, 
That having not a heart of flint or ſtee], 
As mine's an eaſier temper,,—l conſented 
To = her, in the way of almes, a night 

Or 

And muſt her luſt break into open flames, 
Tolcnd the world a light to view her ſhames » 
Could nor the taſte her Page > or ſecretly 

Admit a tough back'd Groom into her arms > 

| Or praQtice with her DoRour,and take phyſick 
In a cloſes room ? Bur thus, good heavens, to rake 
Her ſtallions up h'ſtreers : While fin is modeſt, 
It may be healed ; bur if it once grow impudent, 


I never could obſerve ſo ſtrange a boldneſſ: 
In my Evadne. 1 have ſeen her cheeks 
Bluſh as if Modeftic her ſelf had there 
Lain in a bed of corall..-Burthow ſoon 
Is vertue loſt in women ! Ball. Miſtake us nor, 
Deare Tyndarus : Evadne may be chaſte 
. To all the world——bur him.” And as for hin Ys 
Diana's ſelf, or any ſtrifter Goddefle 
Would looſe the Virgin-zone. TI have inftill'd 
+ force into him, thar attraQs 

iron hearts, and faſhions them like ſtcel 
Upon the anvile ro what ſhape ke plcaſe. 


Tr teſter ſpreads aboveall hopes of cure. 
wn. 


He knows the minute, the preciſe one minute, 
No wsman can hold out in. Come to me,Sir, 
PII teach you'in one fortnight y Aftrolggie 


To make each Burgeſfle in all Thebez-—your cuckold. 


Aſot. As filly lambs do fill the wolves black jaw, 
And fearfull harts the generous lions paw, 
As whales ear lefler fries ; ſomay you ſee 
The matrones, maids and widows ſtoup to ine. 


Tyn, O do not hold me longer in ſuſpenſe 2 


© ;—— You gu-fle the meaning. Tyn, Too too well, 
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The priſoner at the barre may with lefle fear 

Hear the ſad ſentence of his death pronounc'd, 

Then ſtand the doubctull wiall. Pray confirm me. 
Aſot. Know you this Jewel ? Tyn.O myſad hear: ſtrings 
Aſot. 1f your Evadne be a Phoenix, Tyndarus, (crack! 

Sam? ten moneths hence you may have more o'th*brecd. 
1yn. This did I give her, and ſhe vow'd to keep ir 

By all the pathes religion knew. No Deitie 

In all che court of heaven bur highly ſuffers 

Ta this one perjuric. The diamond 

Keeps his chaſte luſtre ft11I, when ſhe has foil'd 

A glory of more worth then all thoſe toyes 

Proud folly gave ſuch priceto. . 4/ot. This ? a pretty toy ; 

Bur of no yalue to my other tropheys 

That the frail cribe has ſent me. Your beſt jewels 

Are to be found, Sir,in the weaker veſlels ; 

And that's a myfterie ; I have ſweat our ſuch 

Variety of trifles, their ſeverall kinds 

Would poſe a learned lapidatry : my cloſer, 

By ſome that knew me net for Cupids favourite, 

Has been miſtaken for a Jewellers ſhop. 

Ball, And then for ribbands, points, for knots, and ſhoe. 
Or, to ſlip higher, garters, no Exchange (firings, 
Afﬀeords ſuch choice of wares. Aſot. Phoebus, whip 
Thy lazy team,run head-long to the Weſt, 

I long to taſte the banquet of the night. 
Sir, if you pleaſe, when I am ſurfered, 
To take a prety breakfaſt of my leavings— 

Tyn, Where art thou, patience ? Hence contagious miſts 
That would infe& the aire of her pure fame : | 
My ſword ſhall pmge you forth, baſe droſfle of men, 

From her refined metall. 4 ſot.Blefle me, Tutour ! 
This is not the preciſe minute; 7”. Why ſhould I 
Affli& my ſelf for her? No,let her vaniſh. 

Shall I rerein my love, when ſhe has loſt 

.,_ » Thetreaſute of her vertue ? Stay, perchance 


al 


7s 
ck! 


Y 3 


.| Scen.2, 


—— 


4 A 


The Jealow Lovers, 

Her innocence may be wrong'd. Said I, perchance ? 

Thar doubt will call a curſe upen my head 

To plague my unbelief.—Bur here's a witnefle 

Of roo-too certain truth ſtands up againſt her. 

Methinks the flame thar burnt ſo bright dies in me. 

] am no more a captive, I have ſhak'd 

My ferters off, and broke thoſe gyyes of ſtecl 

That bound me to my thraldome, My fair priſon, 

Adicu.——How ſweetly breathes this open aire ! 

My feet, grown wanton with their liberrie, 

Could dance and caper till I knockt ar heaven 

With my advanced head. Come, dear Aſotus, 

There are no pleaſures but they thall be ours, 

We will diſpeople all the elements 

To pleaſe our palates. Midnight ſhall behol4 

Our nightly cups, and wear a blacker mask, 

As envious of our jollities, The whole ſcx 

Of women ſhall be ours. Merchants ſhall proffer 

Their tender brides, Mothers ſhallrun and ferch 

Their daughters (ere they yer be ripe) to ſatisfic 

Our liquoriſh luſts. Then Tyndarus happy call, 

That lofing one fair maid has purchas'd all. 
Aſot. You have an admirable method ,Turour : 

If this fellow has not been ? my heart 1 *l! be hang'd, 

He ſpeaks my mind ſo pat. Ha, boon couragi2 
Ball. You ſee what more then miracl:s art can ds, 
Tyn. And when we have run o're the catalogue 

Of former pleaſures,chou,and I, and Ballio 

Will fir and ftudic new ones. I will raiſe 


A ſe@ of new and rare Philoſophers, 


Shall from my name be call'd Tyndarides. 

Aſot; And I will raiſe another ſe like rheſe, 
That ſhall from me be call'd— Aforices. 
Turour, my fellow Pupill here and I 


' Muſt quaff a bowl of rare Philoſophie 
, To pledge the health of his Tyndarides, 
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Tyn. Come, bleſt reſtorer of my libertie, 
Aſet. If any friend of yours want libertic 
In ſuch akind as this, you may command me, 
For if the braye Tyndarides be not free, 
Th'Aſorides ſhall grant them liberrie. 
Tyn. We will be frolick, boy ; and ere we part, 
"Remember thee, thou mighty man of arr. 
E xeunt Tyndar.& Aſot, 


SCEN. 1IT, 
Ballio, Techmeſ[a. 


Ball. TJ ec is beſides revenge a kind of ſweetneſſe 
In ating miſchicf. I could hug my head, 
And kiſl> the brain that hatches ſuch dear rogueries, 
Such loving loving rogucries.—Silly Pamphilus, 
With thine own ſword Þ!I kill thee, and then trample 
Oa thy poore fooliſh carcaſe. Techmeſla here > 
Then Fortune wait en my deligns, and crown 'm 
With a ſuccefle as high as chey deſerve. 
Tech. Me thinks ſometimes I view my Pamphilus 
Cloth'd Angel-like in white and ſporlcfle robes ; 
And ftraighc upon a ſudden my chang'd fanfic 
Preſents him black aud horrid, all a ſtain, 
More lothſome then a leper. Ball. And that fanſic 
Preſents him in his likenefle. All the fanks 
And common fthores inThebes are cleanly to him. 
Tech.Peace,thou foul rongue. Bal.Nay,it you be ſo ſquea- 
I have no womaniſh itch to prate——PFarewell. (miſh, 
Tech, Nay,do not leave me unreſoly'd, gocd Ballio. 
Ball. Why, I did ſet you our in more vile colours, 
Then eyercunning pencill us'd to limbe | 
Witch, hag,or furic with, Tech. Thuu couldſt not do't, 
And live. Ball. Iam no glioft, fleſh and blood ſtill. 
I ſaid you had a pretty head of hair, 
And ſuchas might do ſervice to the State, 
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Made into halters : that you had a brow 

Hung o're your eyes like flie-flaps : that your eyes 

Were like two powdring-tubs, cither running o're, 

Or full of ſtanding brine : your cheeks were ſunk 

So low and hollew they might ſerve the toyes 

For cherry-pirts. Tech. Could Pamphilus heare all this, 

And not his bleod turn choler > Ball. This > and moxe. 

I ſaid your noſe was like a hunters horn, 

And ſtood ſs bending up, a man mighr harg 

His har upon't : that I miſtook the yeare, 

And alwayes thought it Winter, when I ſaw 

Two icicles at your noſtrils. Tech. Have I loſt 

All woman, that I can with pitience heare 

My (elf thus injur'd ? Ball, 1 could bzat my ſelf 

For ſpeaking it ; bur 'r was co ſound him, Madame. 

I ſaid you had no neck : your chin and ſhoulders 

Were ſo good friends, they would ha* nothing part 'em : 

I vow'd your breaſts for coleur and proportion 

Were like a writheld pair of *oreworn footballs. 

Your waſte was ſlender but th* ambitious kuttock 

Climbes up ſo high about, whe ſces you naked 

Might ſwear you had been torn witha vardingal. 
Tech. I am en frighted with thy ſtrange deſcription. 
Ball. I left, afſham'd and weary : he goes on, 

There be more chops and wrinkles in her lips 

Then on the carth in heat of Dog-dayes : and her tceth 

Look like an ofd park-pale : Se has a tongue - 

Would make the deaf man blefe his imperfeRion, 

That frees him from the plague of ſo much noiſe : 

And ſuch a breath (heaven ſhield us !) as out-vies 

The ſhambles and bear-garden for a ſent, 
Tech. Was ever ſuch a furic ? Ball. For your ſhoulders, 

| He thinks they were ordain'd to underprop 

Some beam o'ch* Femple ; and thar's all the uſe 

\ Religion canmake of you: Then your feet, 


| (For 1 am loth to give the full deſcription) 
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He vyowes they both are cloven. Tech. Had all malice 
Dwelt in one ow. it could not ſcandal more, 
Is this the man adores me as his ſaint ? 
And payes his morning oriſons at my window 
Duly as at the Temple > Is there ſuch hypocriſie 
In loves religion toe ? Are Venus doves 
Bur white diflemblers ? Is this that Pamphilus 
That ſhakes and trembles ar a frown of mine, 
More then ar thunder > I muſt have more argument 
Of his apoſtaſic, or ſuſpef you falle. 
Ball. Whoſe ſword is this > Tech, *T is his. And this I tied 
Abour the hilr, and heard him ſwear to fight 
Under thoſe colours, the moſt faithfull ſouldier 
The fields of Mars or tents of Cupid knew. 
Falſe men, refign your arms. bet us b9 forth 


Like bands of Amazons : for your valours be | 


Not upright forticude, bur treacherie. 
Ball. I urg'd him ina language of that boldneſſe, 
As wou'd have fir'd the chilleſt veins in Thebes, 
To ſtand in your defence, or elſe reſign 
The fruitlefle ſteel he wore. He bid me take it, 
He had not ſo much ot Knight errant in him, 
To yow himſelf champion to ſuch a doxie. 
Tech. Then Love, I ſhoot thy arrows back again, 
Rerusn *em to thy quiver, guide thy arm 
To wound a breaſt will ſay the dart is welcome 
And kifle the golden pile. I am pofleſt 
With a juſt anger. Pamphilus ſhall know 
My ſcorn as high as his. Ba/l. Bravely reſoly'd. 
. Madame, report not me to Pamphilus 
Authour of this ; for valour ſhould not talk, 
And fortitude would loſe it ſelf in words. 
Tech, I need no other witnefle then his ſword, 
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Scen A's . The Zealous Lovers. 
SCEN, IV. 


Ballio, Aſotus, Tyndarus, Techmeſſa. 


7yn.TEchmeſla ? never did I underſtand 
The ſweets of life till now. I will pronounce 

This for my birth-day, Tech, Andthis happy minuce 
Has clear'd my ſoul too of the ſame diſeaſe. 

Aſot. Then do as Tyndarus did, and go with me ; 
We '1l drink a pottle to Liberty, and another 
Pottle to th'Aſorides,and a portle to the Tyndarides, (des 
ied | And a fourth to the She-philoſophers ycleped=T 


Fþ 


SCEN.YV. 

Bailio, Aſotus, Tyndarus, 'Techmeſſa, Pamphilus. 

Tyn.P Amphilus, welcome ; Shake thy ſorrows off : 
& Why in this age of freedome doſt thou far 
Acaptiv'd wretch 2 I do nor feel the weighr 
| Of clay about me. Am I nor all aire ? 

Or of ſome quickerelement ? I have purg'd our 
All that was earth about me, and walk now 
As free a foul as in the ſeparatien. 

Pam. Brother, if any ſtream of joy can mix 
With ſuch a ſca of grict as mine, and loſe nor 
His native ſweetnelle, *c is a joy for you. 
Bur I am all binernefle. Bal. Now, Aſorus, 
The Comedic begins. Pam. When will my ſufferings 
Make my attonement with my angry goddeile 2 
Do you celeſtiall forms retein an anger 
Eternall as your ſubſtance ? Tech. O fine hair ! 
An amoruus brow, a pretty lovely cyec, 
A moſt delicious cheek, a handſome noſe |! 
How ne&ar-ſweer his lips are ! and his teeth, 
Likerwo fair ivorie pales, incloſe a wages 
. '} Made up of harmonie. Then he has a chin 
* | So fullof raviſhing dimples, it were pitic 
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A beard ſhould over-grow it 2: and his fees 
Paſt all expreflion comely. 

Pam. Do not adde 
Contempt to ctuelry. Madame, to inſult 
Upon a proftrate wretch 1s harder tyrannie 
Then to-have madehim fo. Tech, And then a ſhoulder 
'Straighr as the pine or cedar. Pam. Curteous death, 
Take wings 3 thou art too ſlow. Tech. I could not hcare 
Thoſe precious parts defam'd, but I durft fight 
Ja rhe juft quarrel. Tyr. *T is a touchy Tiger. 
How happy am I thar I have ſcap'd th: dennes 
Of theſe the-wolves ! Ball. Now my ſafety lies 
Upon a tickliſh point—12 womans ſecrccie, 
Madame.my reputation is dear to me. 

Pam, In what a mze I wander ! how my ſorrows 
Run ina labyrinth ! Tech. I 11 untiddle ir. 

Ball. St, St. The honour of a man at aims. 

Tech.Then know,thou perjur'd Pamphilus,I have learnt 
Negle& from thee. Pam. Madame, I am all love : 


r_ 


And if the violence of my flame had mer 
With any heart but marble, I had raughtit 
Some ſpark of my affeRion. Ball. Now it heats. 
+ Tech, No doubt the flame is violent,and muſt work 
Upon a breaſt {> capable as mine. 
Aſot. I think Cupid be turn'd juggler. Here's nothin 
bur Hocas pocas, Przſto be gone, Come again Jack ; _ 
fuch fears of aftivity, : 
' Tech. But muſt tell you, you are falſe and perjur'd, 
Or, what is more,a coward. Tell me,Sir, (To &ſotus 
(For I ſuppoſe you of a nobler ſoul) 
If you ſhould heare your miftrefle by rude tongues 
Wreng'd in the graces both of mind and beauty, 
Could you have ſuffercdir > 4ſot. Madame, were you made 
From bones of Hercules and brawn of Atlas, 


— 


And daughter were unto Gargantua great, | 


[ 


And wrong wy miſtreſle, you ſhould heare my rage 
47 Provoke 
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Provoke my blade,and crie, Blade ,canſt thou fleep 
In p:acefull {cabbard > Out thou beaſt of terrour, 
And Lion-like rore this diſdainfull wight 
To Pluto's ſhades and ghoſts of Erebus. 
Tech. Yet you, my valiant champion could reſign 
This (if you know it) rather then endure 
The tetrour of your own ſteel to redeem 
My bl:eding honoms, Pam. How am I betray'd, 
And falln into the royls of treacherie ! 
Giveme a man bold as that carth-born race 
That bid Jove bartel, aud befieg'd the gods ; 
And if I make him not creep like a worm 
Upon his belly, and with reverence 
Lick up the duſt you ſcatter frum your ſhoe, 
May I for ever loſe the lght I live in, (nefium. 
The fight of you. Tech.1'll cry your ſpirits: Phro- Corr Mem 
Tn. That blood of goats ſhould ſoften Adamant! fs, « fatim 
And povre weak woman with an idle face ES 
Should make the fouldier to forget his valour, 
And man his ſex ! 


Enter Phroneſium, 
SCEN. VI. 
Ballio, Tyndarus, Aſotm,Techmeſſa, Pampbulus, 
Ph;eneſtum. 


Tech.LJErc's a champion for you. 
Ph;ox. Come, Sir this ſword be yours, and 
if you dare 
Maintein the liſts againſt me, as I fear 
Your bloud is whey by this time, by your valeur 
You may redeem your honour and your ſword, | 
Aſot. This is another H-reules come from the diftaff. 
Pbror, If not,I do proclaim thee here no Knight, 
Bur mean te poſt thee up for a vile varlet, 
And the diſgrace of chivalry, Pam, O my ſhame ! 4 
EY Para Ufat. 
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Afot. A dainty Lady errant. Bal. A fine piece 

Of female fortitude, Phy ox, If this ſture thee nor, 

Thy miſtrefi: 15 the blemith of her ſex, 

A dirty filthy huſwife. Pam. Would ir were not 

Diſhonour now to kill thee ! Phyor. If your valour 

Lic in your back-parts, I will make experience 

Whether a kick will raiſe ir. Pray go ferch him 

Some aqua vite : for the thought of ſtcel 

Has put him in a ſwound : nothing revive you ? 

Then will I keep thy ſword and hang it up 

Amongſt my busk-points, pins, and curling-irons, 

Bodkins,and vardingals,a perpetual crophey Exit Phron. 

How brave a Knight you are. Pam. Where ſhall I run 

And find a deſerr, that the foor of man 

Ne'r wandred in, to hide from the world *s eyes 

My ſhame 2 $* death, every Page, and ſweaty Foo:man 

And ſopie Chambermaid will porn: and laugh at me, 
T'yn. I joy to think that I ſhall mcet Evyadne 

. Turn'd onthe ſudden Moor. How black and vile 

She will appcar ! 


SCEN, VII. 


Ballio, Tyndaria, Aſotus,Techmeſſa, Pamphilus, 
| Evadze. 
Tyn.Cy Heavens ! who will not dare 
—_ ro ſcorn your powers, and call ſacri- 
\_ ledge 
Merit and v4 ? I do not ſee 
A hair deform'd, no tooth or nail ſuſtain 
The brand of her deſerved ſhame. You puniſhe 
The Queen of beauty with a mole ; bur certainly 
Her perjuric hath added to her form, 
And tha: the abuſed gods bribe her with beauty, 
As the wrack'd tenant ſtrives to buy the favour 
Of his iwperious Landlord. Evad, Gentle yn, F 
20\> oa 
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Scen.7. 


T he Jealous Lovers, © al 
Load not weak ſhoulders with too great a burden, 
Tyn. O luſt ! on wha bright alars blaze thy flames, 
While chaſtity lets her ccld fires glow our 
In deform'd temples, and on ruin'd altars ! 
Temprt me nor, ſtrumpet, you thar have your hirelings, 
Andcan with jewels, rings and other toyes, 
Purchaſe your journymen-lechers. Ewvad. My chaſt care 
Has been a ſtranger to ſuch words as theſe, 
I have not finne enough to underſtand 'em, 
And wonder where my Tyndarus learn'd that language. 
Tyn. I am turn'd Eagle now,and have ancye 
Dares boldly gaze on that adulterare ſunne. 
I muſt be ſhore, who muft rhis ring dire& 
Into yeur guilty ſheers ? Evad. I do not know 
How I ſhould loſe that pledge of my Lords love : 
But *r is not in the power of any thicf 
To ſteal away the heart I have vowed yours : 
And would to all the gods I had kept ic there ! 

Aſot. Come, bluſh nor,baſhfull belly-picce——lI will meer 
I ever keep my word with a fair Lady. (thee: 
I will requite that jewel with a richer. 

The glorious heavens array'd in all rheir ſtarres 

Shall not outſhine thee. Be nor, girl, aſham'd. 

Theſe are acquainted with it. I would vex 'em 

To night with the remembrance of thoſe ſports 

We ſhall enjoy : then pleaſures double riſe, 

When both we feed, and they ſhall-Tancalize. 
Evad. Ir is not manly in you, Sir, to ruinc 

A virgins fame with hazard of your own, 
Aſot. Tur, lafle, no matter, we *ll be manly anon. 
Tyn, A fine diflembler ! ha ! what tumulr *s here ? 


Enter Pegnium and of ficers. 


SCEN. 
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SCEN, VIIL 
Ballio, Tyndarus, Aſotus, Techmeſſa , Evadne, 
Pamphilus, Pegniun, and Officers, 


Per. Har's he, I charge you apprehend the villain. 
2.0 ffic. & Villain,we reprehend thee. Bal.Slayes ,for what? 
2. 0 ffic, For an arrant curpurſe : you ſtole away this little 
Gentl:mans ſword ; and being done by chance-medley, 
*f is flat felonie by ftature. 
Pam. I thank thee, Innocence, Though earth diſclaim 
Thy title, heaven'denies thee nat prote&tion, 
Peg. Confeſle, or I will have thee inſtamily 

Hang'd for a fign on thine own poſt. Ball. Well, villany, 
Thou wilc nor thrive. Sir, for t was you I wrong'd, 

I do confefle the ſword by which I rais'd 

So ſtrange a ſcandal on you, was by me 

Stoln from your Page, as he delivered letters 

Frem you ro your Techmeſla ; andthe plor 

Was faſhion'd by her mother, though ill fortune 

Made me th unlucky inſtrument. 4/ot. Curſed Tutour, 
Thou haft read nothing to me worth the learning, 

But th* high way to th* gallows. There ſhall we 

Hang up like vermine. Little did I think 

To make the women weep and ſcb to ſee 

Th? untimely cnd of rwo ſuch proper men. 
This mouth was never made to ſtand awry, 

And ſure my neck was long enough before. 
Lady, upen my humbled knees I beg. 
Pardon for faults committed. I'acknowledge 


- + That ftriving with felonious intent 


To ſteal a kiffe or two from your ſweet lips, 

From your ſweet cate I ſtolea ring away. 
Peg. For which your ſweet neck muſt endure the halter. 
Tyn, I am again thy ſervant, mighty love ! 

O my Evadne, how ſhall I appear 

So bold as bur to plead in mine own cauſe > 


fs 


Scen.s. T he fealow Lovers, © . 3h 
I: is ſo foul that none can ſeal my pardon, 
But you thar ſhould condemn me, Ewvad. Sir, you know 


. Þ The power I have is yours ; be your own judge, 


And ſeal your pardon here. Tyx. 'T is double life 
Granted by ſuch a ſeal. Tech.Whar punifhmenr 

Shall we infli& on theſe > Aſot. Gentle Lady, 

E'n what you pleaſe——burt hanging ;—tkar's a death 
My enemies will hit me in the teeth with, 

Beſides, it makes a man look like a car 

When ſhe cries mew. Ball. I *Il bark and bite awhils 
Before the dogs death choke me. A4ſot. Pray diſmiſle 


1 This pack of hounds : and fince we both are guilty, 


Let us beſtow-on one ancthers ſhoulders 
The good and wholeſome counſel of a cudgel. 

Peg. Pray let me intercede,  Aſot, "Thanks pretty linle 

Gentleman. 
7yn. Officers, you are diſcharged. Aſot. Are themaad 
dogs gone ? E xeunt officers. 

Come Tucour, I muſt reade a fthile to you 
Under corre&ion.—-Noz ſo hard, good Tutour. 

Tyn. Enough. Aſot. Nay,one bour I beſeech you more 
To make up ſatisfaRion. Lal, Well,for this 
I'll have one engine more ; my bad intents 
Mend not, burgather ſtrength by puniſhments. 

Tyn. Your ſatisfation new is tuil and ample. 

Aſot.Nay we muſt have the health *(h*crat-tree cup 190. 
One tv th' Tyndarides, another to th* Aſorides, 


| And one, my dear InſtruRour, ro the Techmeflides. 


Pam. Nay, now your penance doth exceed your crime. 
Aſot. Say you ſo ? nay, then here's a health rothePame 
philides too ; 

And, for his noble ſake, to the Evadnides, 

And all Philoſophic ſets whate'r they be. 
Evad. Your juſtice to your ſelves is too ſeyere. 

Afot. Then I ha' done : farewell , and hearty thanks, 

\ Bur, Turour, ftay, this linle Gentleman 


_t 


Has . 
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Has been forgot :——Pray,Sir,what may I call you > 
Pee. My name is Pxgaium. — 4ſof.T were moſt un. 
thankfull 
To pafl: o're you.——To the Pxgniades, Tutour : 
You have brought us to a fair paile, Turour, Ball.,Tuſh, 
_ *T was but to exerciſe your paſſive valour. 
Aſot. Your pailive valeur © wy me your aCtive yalours 
I do nor like your black and blue valour , 
When bones ſhall ake with magnanimitie. | 
Exeunt Aſot.Ball.P xe, 


SCEN. IX. 
Tyndaru, Pamphilus, Evadne, Techmeſſa, 


Tya.P Rother, I find my ſoula troubled ſea 
Whoſe billows are not fully-quicred, 

Although the Rtorm be over. Therefore, Pamphilus, 
By the ſame wombe that bred us, and the breaſts 
Ofcur dead mother Lalage, I conjure th:e, 
With all the charms that love can teach thee, 
Aflault Evadne's faith : if thou report her 
Conſtant, I endmy jealoufie ; if frail, 

The torrent of my love ſhall bend his courſe 
To finde ſome other chanel. Pam. By that love 
Thar made us twins, though born at ſeverall births, 
Thar grew along with us in height and ftrengrh, 
Iwil be true. Farewell. Tyn.Be ſudden, Pamphuſus. Ex. Tyr. 

Ewvad. Me thinks this ſhould confirm you. Tech.Thathe 

was not | 

Guilty of this, acquits him nor of all: 
Toe prove a man free from an a& of theft, 
Afloils him not of murder. No, no, ſiſter ; 
Tempx. him with kifles, and what other dalliance | 
Craft and indulgent nature hath taught woman "2 
To raiſe hot yourh to apperite ; if he yeeld nor, | 


. 
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T'will pur off diſtruſt, Ido not know 


- 
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1 In the ſame height with me. 


Seen. 10. The Jealous Lovers. F 
Whom I durſt truſt bur you. Evad. Though mine own love 
Find me enough of bulinefle, yer in hope 

Thar you will ſecond me in my occaſions 

I underrake the task. Tech, Take heed, Evadne, 

Left, while you counterfcic a flame, you kindle 

A reall fire.—-I dare not be too contident, 

Hence will I cloſely py into their ations, 

And overheare their language ; for if my ſiſter 

See with my eyes, ſhe cannot chooſe bur love him 


1 


$CEN. X. 
Pamphilus, Evadue, Techmeſſa in infdirs. 
Pam.[T grieves me that a Lady of your worth, 
| Young, ſoft, and ative as the ſpring, the ſtarre 
And glory ot our nation,ſhould be prodigall 
Of your affetions, and miſplace your love 
On a regardlefle boy. E vad. Sir, the fame pitic 
I muſt rewurn on you. Were I a man 
Whom all the Ladies might grow rivals for, 
(As lefle you cannot be) I would not loſe 
My ſervice te a Miſtreſle of ſo coy 
And proud an humour :;: — True, the is my fiſter ; 
But oe ſame wemb produces ſeverall natures. 
I ſhould have entertein'd fo great a bleſting 
With greater thankfulnefle. P am. That my ftarres ſhould be 
So croſſe-unto my happinefle ! Evad. Andmy fate 
So cruel ro me | Pam. Sweet, it is in us 
To turn the wheel of Fortune ; ſhe *sa goddefle 
That has no-'deitic wh-re diſcretion reignes. yo 
Evad. But ſhall I wrong my fiRer > Pam.Donar L 
Give juſt exchange, an4 loſe a brother tor her ? 
Our ſufferings have been equall, and their prides. 
They muſt be equall necks that can draw even 
lathe ſame yoke, Zvad.l have oblar's the chariot 


- 
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Of the prear Cyprian Queen links not rogether 
The dove with (| ore but the turtle joyns 
- With tuztles, and the ſparrow has his mare. 
Pam. Sceif one ſoftnele kifle not in eur lips. 


Evad. One lip not meets the o:her with more ſympathie. 


Then yours mcr mine.Pam.Let's make the ſecond triall. 


S CEN. XI. 
Techmeſſa, Pampbilus, Evadne, 


Tech. [ Can endure no longer, gentle fiſter. 
Evad.1 cannot blame your jealoufie:for 1 find— 
Tech, Too much of ſweerncfle in his amorous lips, 
There is no tie in nature ; faith in bloud 
Is but a thing that ſhould be, Brothers, ſiſters, 
Fathers, and mothers, are but ſpecious names 
Oflove and duty : you and I have been _ 
Bur gueſts in th: ſame womb, that at firſt meering 
Change kind and friendly language, and next morning 
Fall out befere they part,jor at leaſt ride 
Contrary rodcs. Evad. Will you then miſconſtrue 
The ſervice I perforni'd at your requeſt ? 
Tech, Henceforth I *ll ſet the Kire to keep my chickens, 
And make the Wolf my ſhepherd. 


SCEN., XII, 
Evadne, Techmeſ[a, Pamphilus, Tyndarus. 
Tyn. Þ Ampkilus , how is*t? Pam, I know net how to 


aa{wer thee. 
She met me with more courtſhip then I tender'd. 
Tech. Sir, we are both abus'd, and the ſame womb 
Thar gave us life was fruitfull to our ruine. 
Your traitour wears the mask call'd Brother :; mine 
As cunning a diſguiſe, the name of Siſter, 
- Theſe cyes are witnefle, that defcried *em kifling 
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Cloſer then cockles,-and in luftfull rwines 
Outbid the ivy, or the circling arms 
Of winding vines. Their hot embraces mer 
|So neare, and fold:d in fo cloſe a knor, 
« [As if they would incorporate,and grow one. 
Tyn. Then. farewell all reſpe@ of bloud and friendſhip: 
I do pronounce thee ftranger. If there can be 
Valour in treacherie, pur thy truſt in ſteel 
As I do, not in brothers——Dray, or die. 
Pam. Brother, T'yn. Thate the name : it is a word 
Whers my juſt anger to a ſharper edge. 
Pam. Heare me. Tyn,.I will no pleading but the ſword, 
Wert thou proteRted by Apollo's temple, 
Or hadft che altar for ſecuritie, 
Religion ſhould not bind me from thy death. 
Couldft chou retreat into my mothers womb, 
There my revenge ſhould find thee, I am ſudden, 
And talk is tedious. Pam, Bear me witnefle, heaven, 
This ation is unwilling, 


SCEN,. XIL 


Pamphilus, Tyndarms, Techmeſſa , Evadne, 
Chremylus, Dipſas. 


The entons Lovers. 


| 


Chrem, pu up for ſhame thoſe rude unhallowed blades, 
And let not raſh opinion of a valour 

Perſwade you to be Parricides. Pray remember 

You chirſt buc your own bloud. He that o'recumes, 

Loſes the one half of himſelf, 7'yz. Dear Chremylus, 

The reverence to your age kath ryed my hands ; 

But were my threed of lite meaſur'd by his, 

I'd cut jt oft, though we both fell rogether ; 

That my incenfed foul might follow his, 

And to erernity proſecute my revenge. 

| - Pam. Brother, at your entreary I advyentured 
zFTo court Eyadne ; and, becauſe I found her 
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Againſt my mind, roo cafic to my ſuir 
'Your Falls heavic on me. Fech. On my knees 
I beg, dear father, cloyſter me indarknefle, 

Or ſend me to the deſert ro converſe 
With nothing but a wilderneſle, or expoſe me 
 Tothe cold mercy of the wind and wave, 

Þ you will free me from the companie 

fa falſe fifter. Evad. Sir,with much perſyaſion 
She hr on me to perſonate a love 
To Pamphilus, to find if I could ſtagger 
The faith he vow'd to her, Thus have I done, 


And this fo much hath moy'd her. Chrem. Here you ſee [mo 
The fruirs of raſhnefle. Do you find your errour ? To p 
Burt the foul ſpring, from whence theſe bicter ſtreams {Whe! 
Had thcir firſt head, I fear, is from you, Dipſas, And 
Dip. I will no more denie it : I bave ſown Di 
Thoſe ſeeds of doubt, wiſhing to ſee diflenſion To fy 
Ripe for the fickle——Fer whatcauſe, I now For t 
Farbear ro ſpeak——But henceforth I will ftrive Rak'c 
To clear thoſe jealouſics, and conclude their loyes Pleaf 
In a bleſt nuptiall. 7yn. O how frail is man ! Shal| 
One Sunny day the exhalarion rears She y 
. -Into a cloud: at night it falls in tears. E xeunt, _ 
om 
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Dipſas, Tyndarus. I wil 

Ty. F it be not mumodeſtieto demand IThe | 


_ . So bold a queſtion, I would be reſoly'd 
Of one doubt yet. Dip. Speak boldly : by al 
holinefle \ 


My anſwer ſhall be true. Tysn. When a 


were young, 
And lively appctice revelled in your bloud, 


Did you not find rebe!lionin your veins ? 


ip.” 


4 


ut, 
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vid not the ſame embraces tedious grow, 

ind cauſe a longing in your thoughts to raſte 
arieties of men ? Dip. I bluſh, I cannor anſwer 
Vith a deniall ; nota proper Geneleman 


Put forc'd my goatiſh eye to follow him : 
And, when I had ſurvey'd his parts, I would 
With any lofte of Angier - 

Have bought him to my bed : and truly, Sir, 


h, and friendſhip, 


was cheap art any rate. Tyn. StcePd B—_ 
hat fruir can I expeR the bough ſhould bear 

That grows from ſuch a ſtock > Dip. I had of late 
Amoneths mind, Sir, to you : Y* ave the right make 

To pleaſe a Lady. Ty. Sure this old picce of luſt, 

When the is dead, will make her grave a brathell, 

And tempt worms to adulterate her carcafle. 

Dip. And that *s the reaſon I have croſs'd my daughter 
To further mine own love. Pirie me, Sir ; 

For though the fewel's ſpent, there is a ſpark 

Rak'd up i* th* embers. —But I now defiſt. 

Pleaſe you to go to Ballio *'s houſe, my daughter 

Shall meet you there :—1 hope that our of duric . 

She will not grudge her mother a good turn 

When ſhe is married—now & then. Tyn.Is there no houſe - 
To meet at bur this Ballio's > Is Eyadne 

Acquainted there ? is that the rendezvous 

Ofher hot meetings ? —yer I ſtiſl ſuſpe& 

This wamans malice to her child nor loſt. 

I will beſtow ſome time, and go to ſee 

The ſtrange event of this dark myfterie, 

Exit Tyndarus, 


SCEN, II. 


Dipſas , Ballo, 
ip. BAllio. Ba7.Madame. Dip.See your houſe be ſtor'd 
With the deboiſeſt Rearers in the citic 3 


= 
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Let every room be 61I'd with noiſe and quarrelling, 

For Tyndarus is to meet Evadne there, 

You guelle the reſt ; if not, this purle of gold 

Better inform you. 4 Exit Dipſa, 
Ball. Moſt celeſtiall Lady. 

Though I haye praRiced villanie from my cradle, 

' And from my dug ſuckt miſchief more then milk, 

This furie till our-does me.—l am vexr, 

Vexc tothe heart, to ſce a ſilly woman 

Carry more devils in her then my ſelf. 

And yet I love thee, —:hou the-rogue,l love thee. 

Had I bur ſuch a wife, what a fine brood 

Of roads could I beget ! 


SCEN. II. 
Ballio, Sims. 


Ball, FErc comes my mole, 
The ſonne of carth,thar digs his morhers catraik 

To turn up treaſure for his boy and me ; 
Thar with induſtrious eyes ſearches to hell 
To'buy us heaven on carth. Welcome, welcome, 
Thou age of gold : how do the bags at home? 
Are all the cheſts in health ? thrives the purſe fill > 
And ayes it to the talents, Multiply ? 

Sim.Thanks ro my providence,like a ſwarm,Wealrh fal 
Nor in ſmall drops upon me, (as at firſt) 
Bur like a torrent overthrows the bank, 
As it would threat a deluge. Were it not pitic 
My boy ſhould nor invent fluces enow 
To drain the copious ſtream > Ball, A thouſand pitics 
That yeu ſhou!d loſe the fruits of ſomuch care. 

Sim, True Ballio,true. Ball. Truſt me,what art can do 
Shall not be wanting. Sim. I'll not be ungratefull. 
It hes in you to turn theſe fal ver hairs 


Toa fredh black again, and by anc favour 


l 


| 


Xx. <ETE Eat E-1C--Y 


Mas, 


ils 


 Fecen.s, The Jealow Lovers, 


{> 


| - 38 
Cut fourcie years away from the gray ſumme. 
Bal. had rather cut offall,and beour owncarvers.—4 fille 
Sir,if I had M:dea's charms to boyl 
An aged ramme in ſome inchanted caldron 
Till he ftart up a lamb, I would recall 
Your youth, and make you like the aged ſnake 
Caſt off this wrinkled «kin, and »kip up freſh 
As at fifteen, Sim. All this you may and more, 
If you will place me where 1 may unſeen 
Make my eye witnefle of my ſonnes delight, 
I ſhall enjoy the pleaſures by beholding 'em. 
Ball, True,Sir,you know he's but your ſecond ſelf, 
The ſame you might have been ar one and twenty : 
The blifle is boths alike. Sim. Moſt philoſophicall ! 
Ball, Place your ſelf there. Sim.1 ha* no words bur theſe 
To thank you with, Ball. This is true Rhetorick. 


SCEN., IV. 


Aſotns, Ballio, Bomoloechus, Cherilus, Thraſymachus, 
Hyperbolus, Simo in angulis. 


Aſot. Op forth ,ay Raſcalls : Ler the thriving Lard 
Confine his family unto half a man | 
Yclep'd a——Page. Our honour be attended Lo 
With men of arts and arms; Captains and Poers 
Shall with the Bilbo blade and gray gooſe quill 
Grace our retinue.——And, when we grow furly, 
Valour and wit fall proſtrate at our frown ; 
Crouch imps sf Mars, and frogs of Helicon. 
Sim. How they adore him ! and the perilous wagge 
Becomes his ſtate : To ſee what wealth can do, 
To thoſe that have the blefling how te ſpend it ! 
Ball, Your blcefling was the wealth : the art of ſpending 
He had from me. S:m. Once mare I give thee thanks. 
Thraſ. Who dares offend tace, Lord of forticude, 
And not pay homage to _—_ toe, 
4 


Shall 
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Shall be a mozſell for the dogs. 4ſot.Stoutly deliver, 
My brave Thraſymachus——Thou for this ſhalt feed. 
'T will not ſuffer valour to grow lean, 
And march like famine. I have ſcenan armie 
Of ſuch a meagre troop, ſuch thin=chaprt Raryclings, 
Their barking Komnachs hardly could refrain 
. From ſwallowing up the foc, cre they had ſlain kim. 
Hyper. If thou command our ſervice,we will dic 
Dull earth with crimſon,rill the tears of orphanes, 
Widows and mothers waſh it white again :; 
Wee'l ſtrow thy walks with legs, and arms, andthighs, 
And pay thee tribute thouſand heads a day, 
Freſh ag from thetrunk : and panting hearts 
Not dead ſhal leap in thy viftorous paw. 
Aſot. Thenſay thoutoo to Hunger Friend, adieu ! 
Ballio, condemne a bagge; let traſh away, 
Sec'em both arm'd in ſcarlet cap=a-pe. 
Strike top-ſaile,men of warre, Bal.We muſt divide z * 
We that ſerve great men have no ther ſhifts 
To thrive our ſelves, bur gelding our Lords gifts, 
Sim, Now I am rich inflced : this is true treaſure, | 
Aſot. Ha! has Melpomene ta'ne cold of late, 
you ateſilenr, my Parnailian beagles ? 
Clio dumbe ? or has Apolly's Jews-trump 
By ſad diſaſter loſt her melodious tongue ? 
Cber. Your praiſe all rongues defire to ſpeak : bur ſome, 
Nay all, I fear, forwantof art grow dumb, 
* The harpof Orpheus bluſhes for to ling, 
* - And ſweet Amphions voice hath crackt a firing. 
Aſot. A winy ſoleciſme; reward the naar”, & ling, 
voice and ſtring. 
Bom, Give me a breath of thunder ; let me ſpeak 
Son2rous accents,till their clamours break 
Rocks with the noiſe obſtreperous; I will warble 
Such __— notes thall cleave obdurate marble 
Upon mount Caucaſus heavens-knocking head ; | 
453 Boreas | 
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| Adoting Cocbscomb twenty ages hence, 


The Jealoms Lovers. 
Boreas ſhall blew my rrumper, cill I ſpread 
Thy fame, grand Patron of the thricethree ſiſters, 
Till envies cares ſhall heare ir and have bliſters, 
Aſot. O rare cloſe ! a high ſublime conceit ! 
For this I *Il ſhearh thee in a new ſerge ſcabbard, 
Blade of the fount Pegaſean. Sim. What an honour 
Will our bloud come to ! — I haye ſatisfied 
For all the Orphanes, Widows, and what others 
My ſacred hunger hath devour'd. 4 ſot. Ballio, 
Bleffe him with twenty drachmes—yer forbear : 
Money may ſpoil his Poet.y. Give 's ſome wine, 
Here is a wherſtone beth for wit and valour. 
A health to all my beadſ-men of the ſwerd, 
Thr. Hyp. This will engage th2 men of arms tc fight. 
Aſot. This to the Muſes, and their threed-baretribe. 
Cher. Bom.Thou doſt engage the learnedtroups towrite, 
Aſot. Go ſonnes of Mars wich young Apollo 's brood, 
And uſher in my Venus : wine hath warm'd 
My bloud,and wak'd it toan itchof ſporting, Fxennt BomHyp. 


A Cher. Thr. {or [ot 
Bal. Some twenty ages hence 't will be a ferch in yin, Afotus 


queſtion (more: pies pou 
Which of therwo the world will reverence : 

You for a thriving father, or Aſorus 

So liberall a ſonne. Fim. Good, Ballio, good : 

Bur which will they preferre > Ball, They cannor,Sir, 
Bur muſt admire your fiſt, which grip'd ſomuch 

That made his hand fo open. Sim. Gracious ftarres, 

How bleſt ſhall I be twenty ages hence ! 

Some twenty ages hence ! Ball. You ſhall be call'd 


SCEN. VY. 
Cherilus, Bomolochus, before pcrſonating two Mercuriey 
Phryne in an antique robe and coronet, guarded in 
by Hyperbolus and Thraſymachws. 


Aſot. Ow bright and glorious are the beams my Narre 
Darts from her cye!Lead'up my Queen of beauty, 
But in a ſofter march, ſound a retreat : 
Leadon again, I *11 meet her in that ſtate 
The God of ware puts on when he ſalutes 
The Cyprian _—— thac were once the poſtures 
Of horrid battels, are become the muftes 
Of Love and beauty. Say, ſweet brace of Mercuries, 
Is ſhe t'Olympick——2r the Paphuan goddefile > 
Ball. Where are you Sir, where are you ? Sims. In Ely. 
fium, in Elyſium. | 
Cber. This is no goddeſle of rh'——Olympick hall. 
Bois. Nor may you her of Neprunes iflue call, 
Cher. For fhe nor Siren is nor Amphicrite. 
Bom. Nor wood-nymph that in forreſt takes delight. 
Cber. Ner is ſhe Muſc. Bom.Nor Grace. Cher. Nor 1 
ſhe one of theſe . 
That haunt the ſprings,the beautcous Naiades, 
Bom. Nor Flora, Lady of the field, 1s ſhe. 
Cher. Nor bright Pomona, h* Orchards deity. 
"Bom. No,ſhe is none of theſe. Cher. Oh then prepare 
To hear her blefled name. Both, *T is Phryne fair. 
Aſot. Phryne the fair > Oh peace ! if this be ſhe, 
Go forth, and fing the world a lulJabie. 
For thy dear ſake in whom is all delight, 
T will no more the trembling nations frighe 
With bellowing drummes and grones of ſlaughter'd men. 
My father brings the golden age agen. 
Ph-yn. Pardon me,dreadfull Deity of warre, 
'T was love of you that forc'd me from my ſphere, 
And made me lcave myorb without her influence, 
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(As mine has) inco aire. vE will have thee play 


4; 


To meet you in the furie of rhe fight, 

Sweating with rage, and reeking in the bloud 

Of me ſacrihc'd to the Stygian floud. 

Aſot. Come forth, thou horrid inſtrument of death, 
Ball. Do you hear him, Sir? Sin.I to my comfort, Ballis. 
Aſot. 1 will diſpeople carth,and drown the world 

In crimſon flouds and purple deluges, 

The old, the young,the weak, the luſty wight, 

Souldiers and ſcholars, fair and foul rogerher, 

Men, women, children, infants, alt ſhall die 

I will have none ſurvive that fhali have left 

Above one eye, thr:e | of a fac2, 

And half a noſe. I will carve legs andarms, 

As at a feaſt. Henceforth to all poſterity 

Mankind ſhall walk on crutches. Phryn. Cruel Mars ! 

Let the conjunRion of my milder ftarre 

Temper the too malignant force of thine. 

The drumme, the fife.and trumper ſhall beturn'd 

To lutes and citherns. We will drigk in helmets, 

And cauſe the ſculdier turn his blade to knives, 

To conquer capons and the ſtubble gooſe : 

No weapons in the age to come'be known, 

But ſhield of Bacon, andthe ſword of Brawn. 

Deigne me a kifle,greatWarriour. 4 ſot, Hogſheadsof Nettar 

Are ucaſur'd in the warchoule of her hps. 

That kifle hath ranſom'd thouſands from the gravc- 
Phryn, Let me redcemmore thouſands with a ſecond. 
Aſot. Rage melrs away. 1 pardon half the world. 
Phryn. O ,< me-kiſie away all rigour from thee. 
Aſot. Live,monalls,live.Death has no more to do. 

And yet me thinks a little rigour's left. | 

Phryn. Thus ſhall ic vaniſh, 4ſot. Vaniſh, rigour, vaniſh. 

Harnefle the lions, make my chariot ready : 

Venus and I will ride. Phryn. How ? drawn by lions ? 
Aſot. 1, thou ſhalt kifle *em vill their rigour vaniſh 


Wub 
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With Ounces, Tigers, and the Panthers whelp, 

As with a Squirrell. Bears ſhal waiton thee, 

And ſported Leopards ſhall thy Monkies be. 

Sit down,my Queen, and Jet us quaft a bowl. 

Seeſt thou,my Paryac, what a fair retinue - 

I have provided thee > Theſe for thy defenſe 

*Gainſt any Lady rivalsthee' in beauty. 

And theſe on all occaſions ſhall vent forth 

Swelling Encomiums,—Say, Bomolochus, 

How ſings my miſtreſle> 
Bom. The Graſhopper chaunts not his autumn quire 

So ſweet, nor Cricket by the chimney-fire. 

Aſot, They *lI make thee any thing. Thou art already 

Cricker & Graſhoppet. ——Chzrilus, how does ſhe dance 2 
Cher Have you beheld the litcke ſable beaſt 

Clad inan Ebon Mantle hight a flea, 

Whoſe ſupple joynts ſo nimbly skipand caper 

From hemme to ſizeve, from fleeve to heme again, 

Dancing a meaſure o'r a Ladies ſmock, 

With motion quick and courtly equipage ? 

So trips fair Phryne o'r the flowry ſtage. 

Aſot.Now thou arta flea.-—How ſnorrs ſhe as ſhe fleeps? 
Bom, Zephyrus breathes not with a'fweerer galc 

Through a grove of ſycomore. The ſoft ſpring 

Chides not the pebbles that diſturb his courſe 

With ſweeter murmur. Ler Amphions lute 

That builr our Thebane walls) be henceforth mute. 

Orpheus ſhall break his harp, and filent be 

The recd of Pan, the pipe of Mercurie : 

Yea though the ſpher:s be dumb, I care not for 't : 

No muſick ſuch as her melodious ſnorr. | 
Aſot. Mclodious ſnort | With what decorum ſpits ſhe ? 
Cher. Like the ſweet gummes that from EleQar trees 

Diftill, or hony of the labouring tees : 

Like morning dew that in a pleaſant ſhowre 

Drops pearls into the baſome of a flowre ; 


; _ Cupid with-acorn cups cloſe by her fits To | 
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To ſnatch away the NeRar that ſhe ſpits. 
Aſot. Ballio,preſent me with the crowns of laurel, 
Thus I drop wine the beſt of Helicon 
On your learn'd- heads ,and crown you thus with bayes. 
Riſe Poets laureart borh ! Favour, Apollo ! 
Both. The Muſes and -Aſoetus be propitious ! | 
Afot. I will not have you henceforth ſneak to Taverns, 
And peep like fiddlers inco Gentlemens rooms, 
To thark for wine and radiſhes ; nor lie ſentinell 
Ar Otdinaries, nor take up at playes 
Some novice for a ſupper : you ſhall deal 
No more in ballads, to bewail an execution 
In lamenecable rhythmes : nor beg im Elegies : 
Nor counterfeit a ficknefle to draw in 
A contribution : nor work journey-work 
Under ſome play—houſe poſt, thar deals in 
Wir by retail: nor ſhall you task your brains 
To grace a Buigeſle new poſt with a Rebus : 
Or furniſh a young ſuiter with an Anagramme 
} Uponhis miſtrefle name : rr ſtudic polies 
For rings and bracelets. ——Injure nor the bough 
Of Daphne : know that you are laureat now. 
Bal. How like you this diſcourſe > Sim,Excellent w21I. 
It is a handſome laſle. If I were young 
(As I am not decrepit ) I would give 
A talent for a kifſe, Phryn.Come, beauteons Mars 
I *11 kemb thy hair ſmooth asthe ravens feather , 
And weave thoſe ſtubborn locks to amorous bracclers ; 
Then call alivelier red into thy face , 
And ſoften with a kifle thy rugged lips. 
I muſt nor have this beard ſo rudely grow, 
But with my needle I will ſer each hair 
In decent order, as you rank your ſquadrons. 
| Hot. Here 's a full bowl to beautcous Phryne *'s health, 
{| Whatdurſt thou do, Thraſymachus, to the man 
Thar ſhould denie it ? Thraf, Diſl:& him into atomes. 
H : 
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Hyper. I durſt do more for beauteous Phryne *s ſake, 
Threſ. Whar,more then I*Hyperbclus, thou art mortall. 
Hyper. Yeeld,or I ſee a breaktaſt for the crows. 
Thraſ. Death to my lungs, I ſpit upon thy fame, 
Hyper. Then with my ſteel I whip the rath contempt. 
 Aſot.Brawling,you maſtives—Keep the peace athome, 
And joyn your forces *gainſt the common foe. 
Phrya. You ſha” not be angry : by this kifle you ſha* nor, 
Aſot. I will,unlef: you ſwear again.Phrys.You ſha'not. 
Sim. Ah Ballio ! age has made me as dry as tinder, 
And I have taken fire. I burn, I bura. 
The ſpark rak'd up in aſhes is broke forth, 
And will conſume me, Ballio. Ba#.What *s the marrer > 
Sim, Love, cruel love, I muſt enjoy that Lady, 
Whatever price it coſt me. Ball. Your ſonnes miſtreſle > 
' Sim. Sonne or not ſonne,——Let this intrear,and this, 
Ball. This will perſwade. I muſt remove your ſonne, 
His furie elſe will ſurely ſtand *twixt us 
And our defigns, —O14 lecher, I will fic you, 
_ geld _ bags for this, You = be milk'd, - 
mpried an . Spunge,we will ſqueeze you,ſpunge 
And ſend $1 0ap- 7 > er Or Au, S's 
Aſot. Whar ſayes the om__ of our younger years ? 
Ball. You have worn this plot of Mars too ſtale already, 
O ſhift your ſelf into all ſhapes of love. 
Women are taken with varietie. 
What think you of Oberon the King of Fayries * 
I know * will ſtrike ker fanſie, 
Aſot. Buſinefle calls. 
Drink en, for our return fthall ſudden be. 


SCEN. VI. 
Ballio, Sims, Thraſymachus, Hyperbolus, Cherilss, 
Bomolochus, Phryne. 


Ball. ty Hryneghere is a boy of wealth, my girl, 
P The gold:n bull that got this golden calf, 
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Deeply in love with her. Phryn. Ler me alone, 
I'll fleece him.-34Þ, Melt him, Phryne, melt him 2 
We muſt not leave this Mine, till we have found 
The largenefle of the vein... Sock like an horſe-leach, 
Come, Sir, and boldly enter : I hayecbalkt our 
An ealie path to vread in ; *t will dire& you 
To your wiſht journyes end, and lodge you ſafe 
In her ſoft arms. Sim. Thou art my Car Angel. 
Wilt thou eat gold, drink gold,lie in gold > 
[ have it for ? = Old men are rwice children ; 
And ſo was I, but I am grown _ 
Up to right man.—-Thou ſhalt be my Tatour too. 
Is there no ſtools, or tables? Ball, What todo » 
$11, I would vault over them, to fhew the ſtrength 
And courage of my back, Ball. Strike buldly in, Sir. 
Sym. Save you, Gentlemen. If you want gold here's for 
you. 
Give me ſome wine : Miſtrefle, a health to you: 
Pledge me, and ſpice the cup with theſe and theſe. 
Thou ſhzlt have better gowns. Threſ. A brave old boy. 
Hyper. There's merall in him. Cher. I will ling thy praile 
In lines heroick. Bom, I will rwne wy lyre, 
And chaunt an ode that ſhall erernize thee. 
Pbrys. Of what a ſweet aſpeR ! how lovely Look'd 
Is this fine Gentleman !——1 hope you know 
It is in Thebes the cuſtome to ſaluce 
Fair Ladics with a kifle.—Si. She is en2mour'd. 
Sure I am younger then I chought my ſelf. 
Fair Lady, health and wealth attend thee. 
Phryn. Good Sir,another kiſfſe : you have a breath 
Compos'd of odours. Sim. Buy thee toyes with this : 
I *I1 ſend thee more, Phryn. How raviſhing is his face? 
Sm. That 1 ſhould have fo raviſhing a face, 
And never know it !-—=Miſer that I was ! 
I will go home and buy a looking-glaſe, 
To be acquainted wirh my parrs hereafter. 


2? kJ. 


Phryn. Come, lic thee down by me; hore we will fic. 
How comely are theſe filver hairs ! This hand 
Is e'ne as right to my one mind, as if 
T had the —_— of ir. Let me throw 
My arms about thee. Ball. How the burre cleaves to him ! 

Sim. This remnant of my age will make amends 
' For all the time that I have ſpent 1n care, 

Ph;yn. Give me thy hand. How ſmooth a palm he has ! 
How with a touch it melts ! BaZ. The rogue abuſes him 
With his greaſie fiſts, Phryn.Ler us ſcore kifles up 
On one anethers lips, Thou ſhalt not ſpeak, 

BurT will ſuck thy words e're they have felr 
The open aire, —-S;m. That I ſhould live ſo long, 
And ignorant of ſuch a wealth as this / 


SCEN, VIL 


Simo, Thraſymachus, Hyperbolus, Cherilus, 
Bomolochus, Phryne, A ſotus. 


Aſot. Nov am I Oberon prince of Fairic land, 
And Phryne ſhall bz Mab my Empreſlefair : 

My ſouldiers two I 'll inſtantly transform 
To Will-with-2-wiſp, and Robin-goodfellow, 
And make my brace of Poets tranſmigrate 
Into Pigwiggin and Sir Peppercorn, 
It were a pretty whimfie now to counterfeit 
Thar I were jcalous of my Phryne's love. 
The humour would be cxcelleny,and beceme me 
Bettcr then either Tyndarus or Techmeſila, 
Thus will I walk as one in deadly dumps. . 

Sym. When ſhall we marry > Phyyn. ] can hardly ſtay 
Till morning. A/et.O what Furic ſhot 
A viper through my ſoul ! Here Love with twenty bows 
Andtwenty thouſand arrows layes his fiege 
To wy poore heart. —O Phryne, Phryne! 
I have no cauſe why to ſuſpe& thy love, - 
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But if all rhis be cunning, as who knows ? 
Away, foul finne. O eyes, what miſchief do you ſee ! 
Ball, O, I could burſt with laughter, Here will be 


” A pretty ſcene of mirth, Sim. Theu doft not love me, 


My boy Aſotus, my young ſprightly boy 
Has ſtol'n thy hearc away, Phryn.He ? a poore muſhrome | 
Your boy ? I ſhould have gueſs'd him for your father, 
He has a skin as wrinkled as a Tortoyſe, 
I have miſta'n him often for a hedge-ho 
Crept our on *s skin. Pray keep the fool at home. 
Aſot. Patience, go live with cuckolds. I defic thee, 
Villain, rogue, trauour, do not touch my Dear, 
So to unſanRific her render skin, 
Nor caft agoaiſh eye upon a hair, 
To make that little threed of gold profaned, 
Or gaze bur on her ſhoc-ſtring that ſprings up 
A reall roſe from vertue of her | buy 
To blaſt the odours : Grim-fac'd death ſhall hurry thee 
To Styx, Cocytus, and fell Phlegethon, 
Sim. Aſotus, good Aſorus, Iam thy father. 
Aſot. 1 no Atotus am, nor thou my fire, 
Bur angrie and incenſed Oberon. 
Sim. All that I have is thine, though I could vie 
For every filver hair ypon my head 
A picce in-gold. —4ſo:.I ſhould ſend yoy tothe barbeurs, 
Sim. All, all is thine :ler me bur ſhare 
A little in thy pleaſures : qnely reliſh 
The ſweetnefle of 'em. 4ſot. No, I will not havc 
Two fpenders in a houſe. Go you and revel, 
I will ga home and live a drudges life, 
As you ha' done, to ſcrape up pelf together : 
And then forſwear all Turours, Souldiers, Pocrs, 
Women, and Wine. I will forget to cat, 
And ftarve my ſclf to the bigneſle of a polecar, 
I will diſclaim his faith that can believe 
There isa Tavern, or a Religious p iCE 
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For holy Nunnes that vow incontinence, 
And hive their beads to fin by... .Gct you home. 

You kifle a Gentlewoman to endanger 
Your chattering tceth?— Geo, you have done your thare 
In getting me : ro furniſh the next age, 
| Muſt be my province, Go,look you to yours. 
Lie with your muſtic bags,and get more gold. 
S lid, anger me, and 1 I rn drudge tor certain, 

Sim. Aſotus, good Aforus, pardon me, 

Aſot . I wonder you are nor aſhamed to ask pardon. 

Sim. It was the dotage of rny age, Aſotus, 

Aſot. Who bid you live unci!l this age of dotage ? 

Sim.1 will abjure all pleaſtres but in thee. 

Aſat. This ſomethirg qualifies, Sim.Ir ſhall be wy ſport 
To maintein thine. Thou ſhalt cat for both, 

And drink for both.—4 of, Good:this will qualifie more. 

Sim, And here 1 promiſe thee to make a joynrure 
Of half che land Thave to this fair Lady. 

Aſet. This qualifies all. You have your pardon, Sir : 
Bur heare you, Sir, ir muſt be paid for too. 

To morrow, Mab, I thee mine Emprefle crown. 

Ball. All friends.A merry cup go round. What? Captains 

And Poets here, and leave the fack for flics? 


S CEN. VIII. 
Ballio, Aſotus, Phryne, Simo, Thraſymachus, Hyperbotus, 
Cherilus, Botmolochus, Tyndarms. 


Hyp. "T"Hraſymachus, a whole one. Thraſ. Done : I'l 
of T pede: thee, 

Though *c were a deluge,  —By my ſteel, you have lefc 

Enough to drown an ifland, Chzrilus. 

Cher. And 't were the famous fount of Hippocrene, 
Fde quaft ir off all, though the great Apollo 
And all the Muſes died forthirſt, Bomolochus, 
- 8am. Come boy, as deep as is Parnaſſus high, 
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Tyn. What nurſcric of finne is this > what temple 
Of luſt and rior ? Was this place alone 
Though a fit witnefle for the knitting up 
Chaſtc and religious love ? Deeds dark as he)l L 
Inceſt and murder might be ated here, 
The holy gnd of Marriage never lighted 
His ſacred corch at ſo profane aden. 
Ir is a cage for ſcreech-owls, bats and ravens, 
For crows and kites, and ſuch Ike birds of prey. 
Bur the chaſteturtle, the indulgent pelican, 
And pious ſtork, flie hence as from infeRion. 
Evadne meet me here ? Is ſhe a patcell 
Of the damn'd family > Are there ſuch white devils 
Among their Succuba's ? No, thou art wrong'd, Evadne: 
And there be ſome that ſcatter ſnakes amongſt us, 
Have ſtung too deep already, 


S CEN. IX. 
Ballio, Aſotus, Cherilus, Simo, Hyperbolus, 
Thraſymachw, Tyndai, Evade. 


Tyn.PLeſle me eyes ! 
My troubled fancie fools me. I am loft 
In a diftrated dream. Ir is not ſhe. 
Awake thee, Tyndarus : what ſtrange ſleeps are theſe! 
Me thinks I am in hell, and yet behold 
Aglorious Angel there. Or have theſe devils 


| Broke into Paradiſe ? for the place is ſuch 


She bleſles with her preſence. Mere contradiRions, 
Chimzra's of a reſtlcflz brain. Evad Diana, 

And whatſoever goddeft: el(c proxets 

Untouch'd virginitie, ſhield m2 with your powers. 


| To what a wi ernefle have my wandring ſteps 


Berray'd me ! Sure this cannox be a place 
0 meet my Tyadarus in. Tyz. *T 1s Evadne, 
T is the fair-foul Eradne. Now my ſword, C 
"OP Ez That 


52 The Jealous Lovers; A&z. 


Taarhadft a good cdge to defend this woman, 
Go ſend her toul into another manſion 
Black as it ſelf, Ir is too foul a tenant 
For this fair place. Stay yet, too forward fteel, 
Take her incircledin her ſtallions arms, 
And kill two finn:s together. Let *em be 
Ac hell ro bear the puniſhment of luſt 
Ere it be fully ated, Evad, What ſtrange fancies 
My maiden fears preſent me ! Why, I know not : 
But this ſuſpicion ſeldome bodeth good. 

Thraſ. A handſome Bona Roba, and my prize. 

Hyper. I do denie't, ſhe's my monopolie. 

Cher. Perchance ſhe may one of the Muſes be, 
And then claime I a ſhare for Poetrie. 
| Evad, It ever filly lambe thus ſtray'd before 

Into a flock of wolves ; or harmlcfle dove 
Not only made the prey, but the contention 
Of ravenous eagles ; ſuch poore ſoul amT. 

Thraſ. Give me abuſle, my girle. Evad. If there be here 
A Gentleman in whom there lives a ſpark 
Of vertue nor yer out ; I do beſeech him, 
By all the aſhes of his anceſtours, 
And by the conftanr love he bears his miſtrefle, 
To reſcue innocence and virginitie 
From theſe baſe monſters. I for him will pay 
A thouſand prayers a morning, all as pure 
And free from eatrhly thought, as e're found paſſage 
Through the ſtri& gate of heay'n, Tyx. That's a task for 
Away, toul raviſhers, I will teach my ſword (me. 
Juſtice to puniſh you. Such a troup of Harpyes 
To force a Ladies honour ! I will quench 
With your own bloud the rage of that hot luſt 
That ſpurr'd you on to baſe and bold attempts, 

Aſot. Flie, Phryne, flic, for dangers do furround. 


Sim. This 1sa pleaſure that I care not for, Exeun, | 


SC 
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SCEN. X. 
Tyndarus,' Evadae. 


Tyn.T Ady, be ſafe. Evad. Sir,may this favour done 
An injur'd maid call bleflings on your head 

In plenteous ſhowres! Tyn. This couneſie deſerves 

Some fair requitall. Evad, May plum'd viRorie 


' | Wair on your-ſword: and if you haye a miſtrefle, 


May ſhe be fair as lilies, and as chaſte 

As the ſweet morning dew that loads the he:ds 

Of drooping flowres : may you have fair children 

To propagate your yertues to poſteritie, 

And blefle ſucceeding times 1 — Tyzn, Hedven be not deaf. 
Evad. May you and plenty never liveaſuuder, 

Peace make your bed, -=and-—Tyn, Prayer is cheap reward. 

And nothing now bought art a rate ſo cafic 

As that ſame high way ware, Heaven blefle your worſhip. 

In plain words Lady ( I can uſe no language 

But what is blunt) I muſt do what they would ha* done. 


| Evad. Call back your words, and Ioſenor that reward 


Heaven is ingag'd to pay you. Tyr, Com: :no circumftance, 
Your anſwer,quiek. Evad. I beg it on my knees, 

Have a reſpe& to your own ſoul, that finks 

In this diſhonour, Sir, as deep as mine, 

- Tyn. You are diſcourteous, Lady. Ewvad. Let theſe tears 
Plead forme : did you reſcue me from thieves, 

To rob me of the jewel you preſerv'd ? 

Tyn. Why dolI trifle time away in Depping 

That may command ?—Proud Damſel,1 will force thee. 
Evad.l thank thee bleſt occaſion: —now I date 
Defie thee devil ; here is that ſhall keep ſtillerts oat of 
My chaſtitic ſecure, and arm a maid hy -LPTIna 
To ſcorn your ſtrength. 7yn. Be/not roo maſculine, Lady. 
Evad. Stand off, or I will ſearch my heart with thus, 


{ And force my bloud a paſlage ou in anger 
v&.- 3 


Shall 


"$244, And has his left me in this dragons den ! 


L The 7ealows Lovers .- 
Shall flic into thy face, and tell thee beldly 
Thou arr a villain. Tys. Incomparable Lady ! 
By all thoſe powers that the bleſt men adorc, 
And the worſt fear I have no black deſign, 
Upon yuur honour ; onely as a ſuuldicr 
I did deſire to prove whether my ſword 
- Had a deſerving cauſc : I would be loth 
To quarrel for Tigts ware. Now I have found you 
Full weight, I ?*ll wear hus life upon my poinc 
That injures ſo much goodnefle. Evad You ſpeak honour, 
Tyn. Bleſt be this minuee; fanCtike it, Time, 
*Bove all thy kalzndar. Now I find her gold. 
This touchſtone gives her perte&. T he diſcovery 
Of n-'r found kingdomes,where the plough curns up 
Rich oare in every turrow, is to this 
A poare ſuccefle. Nowall my doubrs are clear'd, 
And I dare boldly ſay , Be happy Tyndarus ! 


, SCEN. XI. 
Tyndarus, Evadne, Pamphilms. 
Pam,(Reat Queen of love, ſure when the Jabouring ſea 
Did bring forth thee, before ſhe was deliver'd, 
Her violent throes had rais'd a thouſand ftorms. 
Yer now, I hope, after ſo many wracks 
That 1 have ſuffcr'd in thy troubled waves, 
Thou now wilt land me ſafs, Tys.Pamphilushere > 
He comes t2 meet Evadne. his is their houſe 
Of rolcration. She had ſpied me our 
Through my diſguiſe :-and with what ftudicd arr, 
What cunning language, how well a&ed geſture 
How much of that unbuunded ſtore of tears 
She wrought on my credulitie '! The Fox, 
Hyzna, Crocodil:, and all beafts of craft, 
diſtil'd to.make vne woman up. Exit, 


b 


- 


| 


ay . ? 
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A ſpol to rapine ! whar defenſe, poore maid, 
Haſt thou againſt theſe wilg and ſavage beaſts ? 
My ftarres were cruel : If you be courteous eyes, 
Weep me a floud of tears, and drown me in *, 
And be Phyſicians to my ſorrows now, 

That have too long been Heralds of my grief. 

| My threed of life has hicherro drawn our 


Evad. Is any Icft fo courteous to wiſh health 


| Tathediſtreſs'd Evadne ? Pamphilus 


Pam. Is my Techmecfla here > Evad. Now all the gods 
Preſerve her hence ; there is in hell more ſafety 

Ainong the Furies, — Miſchief builc this houſe 

For all her family, Gentle Pamphilus, 

See me delivered frem this jayl, this dungeon, 

This horrid vault of luſt, 


SCEN, XII. 
Pamphilus, Tyndarus, Techmeſſs, Evadne. 


| Pas, T"Ake comfort, Lady. 


Your honour ſtands ſafe on this guard, while I 

Can uſe a ſword. Evad. You have confirmed me, Sir. 

Typ. How cloſe they winde, like glutinous ſnakes ingen- 

Tech. Well ſiſter, I ſhall tudie to requite (dring ! 

This courtceus treacherie. Evad. Pamphilus, in me 

All ttarres conſpire to make affliion perfe&. 

Pam. Waiton heavens pleaſure, Madame : ſuch aone 

The heavens ne*r made for miſery, they bur give you 

Theſe croſles as ſharp ſauce ro wher your appetite 

For ſame choice banquet. Or they mean to lead you 

Through a vaulr dark and obſcure as hell, 

Ts make your Paradiſe a ſweeter proſpeRt. . © 

, | —T hius I fetd 

©.hers with hopes,while mine own wounds do'bleed. 
Exeunt Evagae, har 


E 4 CEN. 


More woes then minutes, Pam. Health to the fair Evadne. 
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S CEN. XIII. 


Tyndarus, Techmeſſa. 


Tech.\J/Hy ſhould we toil thus in an endlefle feazch 
Of whatwe now bchold?*—Ler us grow wiſe. 

' T Joath falſe Pamphilus—yet I could have loy'd him ; 

And, if he were bur faithfull, could do ſtill, 
Tyn. Sure were Evyadne falſe, yer Pamphilus * 

Would nor be made the inftrument to _ me. 

Or ſuppoſe Pamphulus were a treacherous brother ? 

Methinks Evadne ſhould be kinder to me. 

* Techmeſfla, joyn with mc inoneſcarchmore. 

Enter Ballio and Aſotu, 


SCEN, XIV. 
Tyndaru, Techmeſſa, Ballio, Aſotys. 


Tyn.CyBallio, * is in you and dear Aſorus 
To make two wretches happy. Aſor. Then be happy, 
Tyn, 1711 make you two joynt-heirs of my eſtate, 
. And you ſhall giv: it our we two are dead 
| Byeur own hands; and bear usbuththis night 
To church in ceffins. Whence we'll make eſcape, 
And bid farewell to Thebes. 4ſot. Would you notborh 
Be buriedin one cofan ? then the grave 
Would have her tenants multiply : ——hear you, Tutour, 
Shall nor we be ſuſpeed for the murder, 
And choke with a hempen ſquincy ? Tyn, To ſecure you, 
We 'll write before what we intend to a& ; 
Ourhands ſhall witnſle wich your innocence. 
Ball, Well:come the worſt, I 'll venture;—& p:rchance 
You ſhall not die in jeſt agiin och ſudden. 
Tyn, What ſtrange Mxandcrs Cupid leads us through , 
When moſt we forward go we backward moye. 
There 15no path {5 intricate as love, cT 
hr er oo: ACT. 
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ACT. IIIJI. SCEN. I. 


Ballio, Aſotus, Charilus, and Bomolechus, bearing the coffin 
of Techmeſſa ; Hyperbolus, Thraſymachus , bearing 
the coffin of Tyndarus, a ſervant, 


Arry theſe letters unto Chremylus houſe. 
Give this ro Pamphilus, to Eyadne char, 
And certific *emof this ſad event. 

It will draw tears fromtheirs— as from 
my eyes, 

Becauſe they are not reall obſcquies, 

Aſot. So great my grief, ſs dolorousmy diſaſter, 

I know not in what language to expreſſe ir, 

Unlefle I ould be dumbe !———Sob,——ſob, Aſus. 

Sob till thy butrons break, and crack thy bangſtrings 

Witch lamencation and diſtreſs'd condoling 

With blubber'd eyes behold chis ſp:Qacle 

Of mans mortalicie, - O my deareſt Tyndarus ! 

Thraſ. Learnofus Captains to our-face grimme Death, 
And gaze th: lean-chapt monſter in the face. 

Aſot. 1, and I cou'd but come toſce his face, 

I'de ſcratch his eyes out. —O the ugly Rogue ! 

Could none but Tyndarus and fair Techmefla 

Serve the vile varlet to lead apes in hell ? 

Hyper. Ihaveſcenthouſands figh our ſouls in grones, 
And yet have laugh'd :—ic has been ſport to ſee 
Amangled carcafle broch'd with ſo many wounds, 
That life has been in doubt which to get our ar. 

Aſot. Are crawling vermine of ſo choice a diet ? 

Would I were then a worm, freely to feed 

On ſuch a delicate and Ambrofian diſh, 

Fit to be ſerv'd a banguet to my bed ! 

But O-—Techmeſfla, Death has ſwallowedthce, 


Ball. 


Too ſivcer a ſop for ſucha fiend as he. 
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Cher. Chaſe hence theſe ſhowres for fince they both are 
Tears will not bribethe Fares for a new thread. (dead 
Bom. Incxorable fiſters !——Be not ſorry : , 
For Clotho's diſtaff will be peremprory. 
Aſot. Go then, and dip your p2ns in galland vineger 
Fo rail on Mors, cruel-—1mpartiall Mors : 
* The ſavage tyrant—11l-devouring Mors : 
The envious, wicked, and malicious Mors : 
Mors that reſpeRs nor valour, Morsthat cares not 
Far wit or learning, Mors that ſpates not honour 
Mors whom , wealth bribes nor, Mors whom beauty tempts 
'not : 
Thus loudly rail on Mors, that Mors may know it, 
To be reveng'd on Mars 1 keep a Poet, 
Thraf. If Mors were here, the Skeleion ſhould know 
Fde cur his charnell bones to dice for grievin 
Our nobl: Generall-—Courage boen :-ain. B 


SCEN, II. 


Simo, Aſotus, Ballio, Thraſymachus, Hyperbolus, 
Cheiilss, Bomalochus, 


Sim. WH is my boy {© ſad ?-—Tcll me,Aforus : 
| If difloly'd gold will cure thee,melr a-rreaſure, 
Aſot.O ſad miſchance ! Sim. What grieves my hope,my 
My ſtaff ,my comfort ?. 4ſot. Wofull accident ! (19), 
Sim. Have I not barricadoed all my doors, 
And ſtopt each chink and cranny in my houſe, 
To keep out povertie and lean misfortune ? 
Where crept this ſorrow in ? 4ſot. Here,through my heart. 
O father, 1 will tell you ſuch a toric, 

Of ſuch a ſad and lamenrable nature, | 
*Twill crack your purſe-ftrings, Si#3.Ha ? what ſtoric,boy ? 
Aſot. My friend, my dear friend Tyndarus, Sir, is dead. 

—— And, to augment my ſorrow, —killd himſclf, 


And yet, to addc more tomy heap of gricfs, 
Left 
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Left me and Baltio—his cſtate,——Sim, Als ! 
Is nat this counterfeit ſorrow well expreſt ? 
Ball. Bur I grieve eruly thar I prieve in jeſt. 
Sim. Halfhis eſtate to thee, and half ro Ballio ? 
A thouſand pities. Gently reſt his bones, 
I cannot bur weep with thee. Ball. Sir, you ſee, 


| If you had lefthim nothing, my inftruftions 


Can draw in patrimonies. Sim. He is rich 


| In nothing but a Tutour —Good Aſows, 
Though ſorrow be a debt due to the herſe 


Of a d:ad friend, and we muſt wet the turf 


| Under whoſe roof he lodges: yer we muſt nor 


Be roo immoderate. A/ot. Bear me witnefle heaven : 

I us'd no force of Rheterick, no p:rſwafions 

(Whar &r the wicked and malicious world 

May raſhly cenſure) to inſtigate theſe rwo 

To their own deaths. I knew nor of the plot ; 

All of you know that I am ignorant. Enter Phys. 
Phryn. Where is my love ? thall forrow rivall me, 

And hang abour thy neck } If grief be gor 

Imo thy cheeks, 111 clap it our. Dear chicken, 

Yeu ſha' not be ſo ſad, zndeed you ſha” nor. 

Be merry : by this kifle I *11 make youmerry. 
Aſot. Then wipe my eyes —Thus when the clouds are 


gone 
The day again is gilded by the ſunne. 
SCEN, IIL 


Ballio, Aſotus, Simo, Phryne, Thraſymachus, Hyperbolus, 
Cherilus, Bomolochus, Sexton. 


Aſot. Ho 's within here > Sext. Whar 's the matter 
withour there ? 
Aſot. Ha! Whar art thou ? Sext. The laſtofrailours, Sir, 


that ne'r take meaſure of you, while you have hope to wear 


a 


60 The Jealous Loverse 
a new ſuir. 
Aſet. How doſt thou live > Sext, As worms do t=—by 
thedcad, 
Aſot. A witty raſcall.Ler's have ſome diſcourſe with him, 
Thraſ. Are any ſouldicrs bones in garriſon here ? 
Sext. Faith ,Sir,bur few : they,like poorc travellers 
Take uptheir Inne by chance : bur ſome there be. 
Thraſ. Do not thoſe warlike bones in dead of nighr 
Riſe up in arms,and with tumultuous broy 1s 
Waken the dormiſe that dull peace hath JulFd 
Into a lethargic ?——Doſt not heare *em knock 
g—_ their coffins, till hey crack and break 
The marble into ſhivers that intombs em ; 
Making the temple ſhake as withan carthquake, 
And all the ſtatues of the gods grow pale | 
Aftrighted with the horrour > Sext. No ſuch matter. 
Hyper, Do they nor call for arms,and fright thee,morrall, 
Our of thy wits ? Do they nor br-ak the legs, 
And cruſh the skulls that dare approach too near 
Their honour'd graves?—WhenT ſhall come to dwcll 
In your dark family, if a noyſome carkaſe 
Oftend my noſtrills with too rank a ſent, 
Know-—TI fhall rage——and quarrel, —i11 I fright 
The poore inhabitants of the charnell houſe : 
That here ſhall run a toe, a ſhin- bene there : 
Here creeps a hand, there trowls an arm away : 
One way a crooked rib ſhall halcing hie, 
Anether you ſhall trundling finda skull, 
Like the diſtraRed citizens of a town 
Beleaguer'd,——and in danper to be taken, 
Aſot.For heavens ſake, Sexton, lay my quict bones 
By ſome preciſe religious officer, 
One that will keep the peace. Theſe roring captains, 
With bluſtring words and language full of dread, 
Will make me quir my tombe, and run away 
Wrapt in my winding ſheet ;——as if grim Minos, 


» 


Stern 


As | 


a wet wet we ws w owe it 4a Ca 


= en 


by 


7 Scen.z: Che Jealows Lovert. 


6x 


Stern F#acus, and horrid Rhadamanth 

Enjoyn'd the corps a penance, Sext, Never fearir. 

This was a captains skul, one that carried a ſtorm' in his 

countenance, & atempeſt in his rongue : The great bug- 

beare of the citie, that threw drawers down the ſtairs as ta- 
miliarly as quart-pots ; and had a penſion from the Bat. 
bour=chirurgecons for breaking of partes : A fellowthar had 
ruin'd the noſcs of mere bawds and pandrs thenthediſcaſe 

belonging to the trade, _——And yet I remember when + 

he went to buriall, another corſe rook the wall of him, & 

the _— ne*r grumbled. 
Aſot. Then skull (although thou be a Caprains $kull) 

I ſay thou art a coward, —and no Gentleman ; 

Thy mother was a whore, —and thou lieſt in thy throat. | 
Hyper..Do not, live hare, pull the dead lions beard. 
Aſot. No, gcod Hyperbolus ; I but mak> a jeft 

To ſhow my reading an moralitie. 

Cher. Do not the aſhes of deceaſed Poets 

Inſpir'd with ſacred furie carrol! forth 

| Enthubaſtick raprures ? Doſt nor heare 'em 

Sing myſteries, and talk of things conceal'd 

The reſt of morrall judgements ? Doſt not ſee 

Apollo and the Muſes every night 

Dance rings about their rombes > Bom. Do not roſes, 

Lillies, and violets grow upon ny og 

Sheots not the Iaurell, chat impal'd their brows, 

Into a tree, to ſhadow their bleſt marble 3 

Do not they riſe out of their ſhrowds to reade 

Their Epitaphs ? and if they like *cra not 

Expunge *em, and write new ones ? Do they not 

Rore in caliginous rerms, and vapour forth 

From reeking entralls fogs Egyptian, 

To puzzle even an oculate intelle& ? 

Prate they not catara&ts of inſenſible noiſe, 

That with obftreperous cadence cracks the organs 


Acromatick, till the deaf auditour | 
Admires . 
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Admires the words he heares not. 
Sext. This was a Poeticall noddle. O the ſweet lines, 
choice language, eloquent = » beſides the jets, half 
jeſts,quarter j:ſts, and quibbles that have come out o' theſe 
chaps thar yawn fo ! He has not now ſo much as a new... 
.coyn'd-complem:nt ro procure him a ſupper. The bf 
friend he has may walk by him now,& yer have nc'r a jeer 
pur upon him. His miſtrefle had a little dog deceaſed the 0- 
ther day, and all the wit in this nsddle could not pump out 
an Elegic to bewail it. He has been my tenant this ſeven 
years, and in all that while I never heard him rail againſt 
the times,or complain of the negl:& of learning. Melpo- 
mene and the reſt of the Muſcs have a good time on'c that 
he is dead : for while he lived, be ne'r left calling upon 
*em. He was buried (as moſt of the tribe) ar the charge of 
the pariſh ; and is happier dead then alive : tor he has now 
as much money as the beſt in the companie,—and yet has 
left off the Poeticall way of begging,call'd Borrowing. 
Aſot. I ſcorn thy Lyrick and Heroick ſtrain, 
Thy tart Iambick and Satyrick vein. 
Where be the querks and tricks > ſhow me again 
The ſtrange conundrums of thy frisking brain, 
Theu Poces skull, and fay, What 's rythme to chimney ? 
Sext, Alas ! Sir, you ha* pos'd him : he cannot ſpeak to 
give you an anſwer, though his mouth be alwayes open. A 
man may ſafely converſe with him now, and never fear ſhi- 
fling in a ctowd of verſes. And now a Play of his may be 
freely cenſur'd, withour a libell upon the audicnce, 'The 
boyes may be bold to cry it down. 
Ball. I cannot yer c.ntiive it handſomely. 
Me thinks the darknefl: of the night ſhould prompt m= 
To a plot of that complexion, —Ruminae, 
Ruminate, Ballio. Ph/yn. Pray,Sir, how does death 
Deal with the Ladies ? Is he ſo unmannerly 
As not to make diſtinion of degrees ? 


- T hope the rougher bones of men have had 
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More education then to rrouble theirs 
That are of gentler tuft, 

Sext. Death is a blunt'villain, Madame: he makes no dt» 
ſtinRion betwixt Jone and my Lady. This was the prime 
Madame in Thebes,the gencral miſtrefle, the onely adored 
beauty. Little would you think there were a couple offtars - 
in theſe two auger-holes : or that this pit had been arch'd 
ever with a handivme noſe, that had been at the charges wo 
maintein half a dozen of ſeverall ſilver arches wo upheld 
the bridge. It had been a mighty favour once to have 
kiſs'd theſe lips that grin ſo. This mouth out of all the Ma- 
dimes boxcs cannot now be furniſhed with a ſer of recth. 
She was the coyeſt, overcurious dame in all the citic : her 
chambermaids miſplacing of a hair , was as much as her 
place came t6,—Oh ! if that Lady now could bur beh Id 
this m__ of hers in a looking glafle, what a monſter 
would ſhe imagine her ſelf ! Will all her perrukes, tyres 
and drefles, with her chargeable teeth, with her ceruſſe and 
pomatum, and the benefit of her painter and DoQour, 
make this Idole up again ? 

Paint, Ladies, while you live, and plajſter fait : 
Bur when the houſe is fall'n, 'cis paſt repair; 

Phryn. No matter, my Aforus: Ler death ds 
His pleaſure then, we *H do our pleaſures now. 

Each minure that is loſt is paſt recall. 

This is the time alotted for our ſports, 

'T were finne to paſſe ir. While our lips are ſoft, 

And our embraces warm, we *ll twine and kiſle. 

When we ſhall be ſuch things as theſe, let worms 

Craw] through our eyes, wm, eat our noſes off, 

It is no matter, While we liv'd, we liv'd. 
Aſot. And when we die, we die. We will be both cm- 
” balm'd X 

In precious unguents rodelightour ſenſe, 

And in our grave we *lI buile, an hug, and dally 
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To him that after death ſhall lie with thee. 


-, Sexton, receive theſe coffins to the temple ; W. 
Burnot interre them ;—for they both are guilty F 
Of their own bloud, till we make expiation c 
T*afloyl the fat. —Tutour, reward the Sexton. Nh 

_ Tl come ſometimes and talk moralitic withim. | hi 
Ball. This, Sir,my Pupill gives you :——buthereafrer | ar 

I *1l more then treble it, if you be no enemie | br 
To your own profit. Sext. Profit *s wy religion. 15; 
Aſot. Now you that bore my dead friends ro the grave, | na 
Uther my living miſt:efle home again. | | an 
Thus joy with prief alternate courſes ſhares : til 
Forrune, I ſee thy wheelin all affairs. rol 
Exeunt omnes preter Sexion, | ve 

pe: 

SCEN. IV. re} 
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Sexton, and bis wiſe Staphyla. 

Sext. GTaphyla, why Staphyla : I hope ſhe has ta'ne hes | fin 
laſt leep. Why when Staphyla ? Tan 

' Staph,Whar a life have II, that can neyer be qwer?l can | the 
no ſooner lie down to take my reſt, bur preſently, Staphyla, | tre 


Staphyla. What *s the news ? By 
Sext. A prize, my roguc, a prize. you 

| Staph. Where 2? or from whom ? gre 
Sext. Why , thou knoweft I rob no where but on the you 
highway to heaven, ſuch as are upon their laſt journeythiy | mo 


cher. Thou and I have been land-pirares this fix and thirty | hay 
years , and have pillaged vur fhare of Charons paſlengers. | rob 
Here are a couple of ſound {l:epers, and prchance thelt | nee 
clothes will fir us, Then will I walk like a Lord, and thou | enc 
ſhaltbe my Madam, Staphyla.  JHa 

Staph. Truly, husband, I have had ſuch fearfull dreams 
to night, that I am perſwaded (though I chink I ſhall nevet | dea 
rurn truly honeſt again) to rob the dead no more. For, me [© * 
thought, as you and I were robbing the dead, chedeadtovk | 
hean, and 1ob'd us. | Sext. |. 
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Sext, Tuſh, dreams are id'e things. There is no felenie 
warrantable but ours, for it is grounded on rules of chari- 


fie. Is ir ficting the dead ſhould be cloth'd”, and the living 


o naked ? Beſides, whar is it to them whether they lie in 
Wo or no? Did you ever heare of anythar caught coldin 
his coffin ? Moreover, there is ſafery ang ſecuritie in theſe 
arrempts ; Whar inhabitant of the grave that had his houſe 
broke open, accus'd the thief of Burglarie?Look here: This 
is a Lawyers skull, There was a tongue in *t once, a dam- 
nable eloquent tongue, that would almeft have perſwaded 
any man to the gallows. This was a turbulent bufie fellow, 
till death pave him his Qwietus eft, And yet I ventured to 
rob him of his gown and the reſt of his ha iliments, to the 
rery buckrum mr leaving him ſo much as a poore half- 
penny to pay for his waftage : and yer the good man ne're 
repin'd at it. Had he been alive, and were to have pleaded 
againſt me, how would he have thundred it ! — Behold, 
moſt grave juiges , a fat of that horrour and height in 
finne, ſo abominable, ſo dereſtable in the eyes of heaven 
and earth, that never any bur this dayes cauſe preſented to 
the admiration of your ears. I cannot ſpcak it withour 
ttembling, 't is ſo new, unus'd, ſo unheardeof a villanie, 
Bur that 1 know your Lordſhips confident ot the honeſtic of 
your poore Oratour, I ſhould not hope by a'l my reaſons, 
grounds, teſtimonies, arguments, and perſwafions to gain 
your belicf., This man,ſaid I a man? this monfeer rather:bur 
monſter is roo caſic a name: this devil,this incarnate devil, 
having loſt all honeſty,and abjur'd the profeſlion of virtue, 
robb'd: ( a finne in the ation ) Bur who ? The dead, Whar 
need I aggravate the fault ? che naming the aRion1s ſuffici- 
ent t5 condemne him. I ſay, he robb'd the dead. The dead! 
Had he robb'd the living, it had b:zen mure pardonable : 
but ro rob the dead of their clothes, the pore impotence 
dead, that can neither card, nor ſpin, nor make ncw ones, 
O *r is moſt audacious and intolerable ! _— Now you have 
vell ſpoke, why do you not after _ Rhetorick pur your 
; an 
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' -hand behind you to receive ſome more inſtruftions back. 
ward ? Now a man'may clap you o' th* cockſcombe with 
his ſpade, and never ſtand in tcare of an aRion of barterie, 
Staph. Far this one time husband,[ am induced ; bur in- 
footh 1 will not make a common prattice of in:Knock you 


Janrs ; rhe worms care not for having thediſhes ſerv'd up to 
their table cover'd. 


1n'o 2 iwoen, 


SCEN,vV. 
Tyndarus and Techmeſa. 


Ty. ow poore a thing is man,whom death ir ſelf 
Cannot prote@ from injuries ! O ye gods! 

Is 't not enough our wretched lives are tofs'd 

. Oa dangerous ſeas, but we muſt ſtand in fear 

- _ , Of Pirates an the haven too 7 Heaven made us 
So many burs of clay, ar which the gods 
In cruc] ſport ſhoot miſcrics —Yet,[T hope, 
Their ſpleene 's grown milder, and this bleſt occaſion 
Offers i ſelf: an carneſt of their mercy, 
Their finn:s have furniſhc us with fit diſguiſes 
To quiet our perplexed fouls. Techmeſla, 
Ler mc- aray you in this womans robes, 
I *11 wear the Sextons garments in exchange. 
Our theers and coffins ſhall be theirs. 

Tech, Dear Tyndarus ! 

In all my life I never found ſuch peace 
As in this coffin ; Ir preſemed me 
The ſweets that death aftards.———Man has no libertic 
Bur inthis ptiſon.—Bcing once loug'd her?, 
He *'s foitibes in an impregnable fort, 
Through which no derbes ſuſpicions, jealouſics, 


that coffin,and1'i] knock up this.-Rich and glorious! ! 
Sext. Bright as the ſun ! Come, we muſt ſtrip you Gal- | 


O— 


O,0,0! TyndnumdTedh.riſefrom | 
h c , t 
Staph, Heavenſhield me 1! O,O,O! und bs wie rodeo oil 
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No ſorrows, cares, or wild diſtractions 
Can force an entrance to diſturb our ſl:eps. 
7yn. Yer to thoſe priſons will we now commir 
Theſe two offenders, Tech. But what benefic 
Shall we injoy by this diſguiſe ? Tyz. A great one : 
If my Evadne or thy Pamphilus 
E're loy'd us living, they will haſte to make 
Atonement for our foules ſtain'd with the guile 
Ofour own? bloud : if not, they will rejoyce 
Our deaths have opened them fo clL-ar a paſſoge 
To their cloſe loves : and with thoſe thoughts polſes'd, 
They will forget the rorments hell provides 
For thoſe that leave the warfare of this l:fe 
Without a paſle from the great Generall. 
Tech. I hope they may prove conſtant, Tyn, So pray I. 
I will defire yon ſtatue be ſo courteous 
To part with 's beard a while. ——So, we are now 
Beyond diſcovery. Sexrt. O, O, O ! Staph. O, O, O! 
Tyn. Let 's uſe acharm for theſe. 
Duiet ſleep, or 1-will make 
Erinnys whip thee with a ſnake, 
And cruel Rhadamanthus take 
Thy body to the boyling lake, 
wWbere fire and b/imſtone never ſlake : 
Thy beart ſhall buin, thy head ſhall ake, 
And every joyut about thee quake. 
And therefore dare net yet to wake. 


Tech. Duet ſleep, 8; thou ſhalt ſee 
The horrid bags of Cartarie, 
#hoſe treſſes ugly ſerpents be, 
And Cerberus ſhall bark at thee, 
And all the Furies that are three, 
The worft is cal'd Tiſiphone, 
Shall laſh thee to eternitie. 

And therefore ſleep _ peacefully, 

2 


68 
T'yn. But who comes hither > Ballio ; what 's his buſi. 
nefle > 


SCEN. VI. 
Ballio, Tyndarus, Techmeſſa. 


Ball. GExton, I'll open firſt chine cars with theſe, 
To make *em fir to let perſwafions in. 
Tyn. Theſe, Sir, well cure my deafnefle, Ball. Art thou 
mine ? 
Tyn. Sir, you have bought mc. Ball, 1'Il pay double fer 
th 


Ce. 4 
Shall I prevail in my requeſt ? Tyi. Ask theſce—— 
Ball, Th are apprehenfave : to the purpoſe then : 
Have you not in the temple ſome deep vault 
Ordain'd for buriall > Tyn. Yes. Ball. Then I proceed * 
We to night perform'd the laft of ſervice 
Thar picric can pay to our dead friends. 
_ 'T was charitably done. Ball. We brought *cm hi- 
» "gr 
To their laſt home, —Now, Sir, they both being guilty 
Of their own deaths, I fear the laws of Thebes 
Denie *em buriall. It wowld grive me, Sir, 
(For friendſhip cannot be fo ſoon forgot ; 
Eſpecially fo firm a one as ours, 
To have *em caſt a Prey to Wolves and Exgles. 
Sir,theſe religious thoughts have brought me hicher 
Now at the de:d of night, io intreat you | 
To caſt their coffins inio ſome deep vault 
And to incerre *em.—O myTyndarus, 
All memorie ſhall fail me, ere my choughts 
Can leave th* impreflion of that Hoa I bear thee. 
Thou left'ft me half of a1! the land thou hadft ; 
And ſhould I not provide thee ſomuch carth 
As I can meaſure by thy Iengrh, heaven curſe me ! 
Tyn. Sir, if your courteſic had not bound me yours; 
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This a& of goodnefle had. Ball. So true a friend 
No age records. —Farcwel.—— This work ſucceeds, 
Poſeritie, that ſhall this ſtorie ger, 


SCEN, VII, 
Tyndarus, Techmeſſa. 


bs 2 fo was a ſtrange deliverance ! Who can be 
So confident of tortune, as to ſay , 

I now am ſafe ? Tech. This villain has reveal'd 

All our defignes to pamphilus and Eyadne : 

And they with bribes and hopes of an inheritance, 


| If you were dead indeed, have won-this raſcall 


To this black treaſon'——Whart foul crimes can Luft 
| Prompt her baſe vaſſals to ! —Here let us end 

Our buſie ſearch,and travel o're the world, 

To ſee if any coldand Northern climate 

Have entertein'd loſt Virrue long fince fled 


I ſee it wich clear eyes ——O curſed plot ! 

And are you brooding ,crocediles ? I may chance 
To break the ſerpents epge ere you have harch'd 
The viper to perteCtion. Come, Techmeſla, 

| My anger will no longer be confin'd 

| To patient filence, Tegious expeRation 

| Is bat a fooliſh fire by night, that leads 

The traveller out of 's way, —Break forth, my wrath, 
Break like deluge of conſuming fire, 

And ſcorch 'em both to athes in a flame 

Hot as their luft.—-Nv:—'T is roo baſe a bloud 
For me to ſpill, —-Lee'm <'ne live © ingender 

A broed of monſters: — May perpetuall jealouſic 
Wai on their bzds, and poyſon their imbraces 
Wich juſt ſuſpicions : may their children be 


| Deform'd, and frightthe mother ar the brich's 
F 3 


May learn from hence'an art to counterfeit, Exit Ball, 


Our warmer countrey, Tyn. Ha!——'T is fo!———T 1s {v! 


May 
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May they live long and wrerched ; all mens hate, 

And yet have miſerie enough tor pitic 3 

May they be lorg a dying—of diſcaſes 

Painfull and lothſome : — Paſſion, do not hurtie me 
To this unmanly womanith revenge, 

Wilt thou curſe, TynJarus, when thou wear'Rt a ſword ? 
Burt ha, hcark, obſerve ! 


S C E N, VIII. 
Pamphilu, Evadne, Tyndaru, Techmeſſa. 


Pam. Vai nl we call. 
Heaven,if thou haſt not emptied all thy treaſury 
Of wrath upen me, kere I challenge thee, 
To lay on more, What tormcnts haſt thou lefr, 
In which thou haſt not exercis'd my patience ? 
Yet caſt up all th' accounts of all my ſorrows, 
And the whole ſumme is trebblcd in the Iofle 
Of dear Techmeſla. Tech. If this grief were re: 1! ! 
7'yn. Be not too credulous. Pam. I have ſtood the reft * 
Of your aftlitions : with this one I fell, 
Fell like a rock that had repell'd the rage 
Of thouſand violent billows,and withſtood 
Their fierce aſſaults, untill the working Tide 
Had undermin'd him ; then he falls, and draws 
Part of the mountain wich him. Evad, Phamphilus, 
When did you ſce my ſweet-heart ? prithee tell me, 
Is he not gone a maying ?——he will bring me 
Some pinks and dayſics home tro morrow morning. 
Pray heaven he meet no thieves ! Pam. Alas, Evadne : 
Thy Tyndarus is dead. Evad. What ſhal{ I do > 
I cannot live without him. 7yn. I am mov'd : 
* YetI will make this triall full and” perfeR, 
What at this diſmall houre, when nothing walks 
Bur ſouls tormented, calls you from your ſheets 
To vilit our dark cc/ls, inhabited 
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By death and melancholy ? Zvad. I am come 
"To leck my truc- love here, Did you not fee him > 
He *s come to dwell with you, pray uſe &im well, 
He was a proper Gentleman. 
Tech. Sir, what cauſe 
Enforc'd you hither ? Pam. I am come tv pay 
The tribute of my eycsto 2 dead Love. 
Tyn. Fair Lady, may I ask one queſtion of you ? 
Did you admit no love into your boſome 
Bur onely his > Evad. Alas ! you make me weep. 
Could any woman love a man bur him ? 
No, Tyndarus, I will not long our-live thee : 
We will be married in Elyhum, 
And arm in arm walk through the blefled groves, 
And change a thouſand kifles ;——you ſhe'nr ſec us. 
T'yn. 1 know not whether ir be joy or greif 
Forces tears from me. Tech. Were'you conſtant, Sir, 
To her whoſe death you now ſo much lament + 
For by thoſe prodigies apparitions 
That have to night ſhak'd the foundations 
Of the whole temple, your inconſtancic 
Hath caus'd your Miſtrefles untimely end. 
Pam. The Sunnec ſhall change his courſe,and find new 


paths 
To drive his chariot in : The Loadſtone leave 
His faith unto the North: The Vine withdraw 


Thoſe ſtri& embraces that infold the Elm 

In her kind arms : Bur, if I change my love 
From my Techmefla, may I be recorded 

To all poſterity Loves great Apoſtate 

In Cupids annals. Evad. If you fee my Tyndarus, 
Pray tell him I will make all haſte ro meet him. 

I will but weep a while firſt. Tyz.Pretie ſorrow ! 

Tech, Sir, you may veil your falſhood in ſmooth. an- 
And gild ir o're with fair hypeccifie : ., . >. (guage 
Bur here has been ſuch grones ; Ghoſts that have cried nM 

F. a n 


= 
Ia hollow voices, Pamphilus, O falſe Pamphilus ! 
Revenge en Pamphilus ! Such complaints as theſe 
The gods ne're make in vain. 
Pam. Then there is witchcraft in't. Andare the gods 
MaJe parties too agaivft mz > —Pardon then 
If I grow ſtubborn. —While chey preſt my thoulders 
No more th:n I conld bear, they willingly 
Submirred to the burden. — Now they wiſh 
To caſt it off — What treachery has briy'd you, 
Celeſtiall Formes, to be my fail: acculers 7 
I challenge you ( for you can view my thoughts, 
And reade the ſecret charaQers of my hart ) 
Give in yeur verdi& : did you ever find 
Another image graven in my ſoul 
Beſiles Techn ? No! *T is hell has forg'd 
Theſe lic impoſtures ! all theſe plots are coyn'd 
Out of the devils mintage. Tech. Certainly 
There 's no falſe fire in this, Tyn. There cannot te. 
Evad. Pray, Sir, dire& me where I may embalm 
My Tyndarus with my tears. Tyn. There gentle Lady. 
Ewvad. Is this a casket fic to entrerccin 
A jewcl of ſuch value ? Pam. Where muſt [ 
Pay my devotinns ? Tech. There your dead Saint lies, 
Evad. Hail, T yndarus; may earth bur lightly preflc thee ; 
And mayſt thou tind thole joyes th' art gone to taſte, 
As true as my afte&ion. Now 1 knew 
Thou canſt not chooſe but loye me, and with longing 
Expe&@ my quick arrivall : for the ſoul 
Freed from ihe cloud of fleſh clearly diicerns 
Forms in their pert-& nature. If there be 
Aguilt upon thy bloud,thus 1'llredeem ir (offers to kill ber 
And lay it all oa mine.7yz.Whar mean you, Lady £ (ſelf. 
rm Stay not my pious hand. Tyn. Your impious ra- 
cr. 
If you were dead, who then were left to make 
Luftration for his crime ? ſhall foolith zcal 
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Perſwade veu to a haſty death, and ſo 

Leave Tyndarus to eternirie of flames ? 
Evad. Pardon me,Tyndarus ; L will onely ſ:e 

That office done, and then I 'll follow thze. 
Pam, Thou gencle foule of my deceaſed love, 

If thou ſtill hover'ſt hereabouts, accepc 

The vows of Pamphilus. If i ever think 

Of woman with attcQion, bur Techmefla, 

| Or keep the leaſt ſpark of a love alive 

{ Bur in her aſhes, let nic never ſce 

Thoſe blefl:d ficlds where gentle lovers walk 

In endlefle joyes, Why do I idly weep ! 

I *]1 write my grief in bloud. Tech. Whar do you mean ? 
Pam. Techmefla, I am yer withheld ; bur ſuddenly 

| 1l make clcape to find chee. Tech. O bleſt minute ! 


SCEN. IX. 


Dipſ.s, Tyndarus, Evadne, Pamphilus, Techmeſſa. 


Dip: Were ſhall I flietohide me frommy guilt ? 
It follows me, like thoſe that run away 
Fromrtheir owne ſhadows : that which I would ſhun 
I bear abour me. Whom ſhall I appeale ? 
Theliving, or the dead ? for I have injur'd 
Both you and them. OTyndarus, here I kneel, 
And do confeſle my ſelfe thy crucl murdreſle ; 
A.d thine, Techmeſfla. Gentle daughter, pardon me, 
Bur how ſhall I make ſatisfa&ion, | 
Thar have but one poore life, and have loſt two ? 
Oh Phamphilus ! my malice ruin'd thee, 
Bur moſt Evadne : for at her Iaim'd, 
Becauſe ſhe is no iſſue of my wombe, 
But truſted by her father ro my care. 
Her have I fullowed with a ſtepdames hate, 
As envious that her beauty ſhould eclipſe 
My daughters honour, Bur che gods in nee 
ave 
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Have ta'n her hence to puniſh me. My finnes 
March up in troups againſt me —ut this potion 
Shall purge our life and them. Tyz. Br not too raſh; 

I will revive Techmella, Dipſ. O {iweer daughter ! 
Pam. Thou haſt reviv'd two lives at once. Evad, But 1 

Still Ive a widowed virgin. Tyn. No, Evadne ; 

Receive me new created, of a clay 

Purg'd from all dregs ; my thoughts do all run clear. 

Take hence theſe cothns, I will have them born 

Tropheys before me when we come to tie 

The nuptiall knot 7 for death has brought us life. 

Suſpicion made us confident. and weak jealoufic 

Hath added ftrengrh to our reſolved love. 

Cupid hath run his maze, this was his day : 

Bur the next part Hymen intends to play, 


— - 
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ACT. V. SCEN.I. 


Demetrius ſolus. 
Ail, facred Thebes, I kifle thy bleſſed foil, 
And on my knees ſalute thy ſcven gaes. 
Some twenty winters now have glaz'd thy 

flouds 
mm=SinceIbcheld thy turrets batter'd then 

Wirh Warre, that ſought the ruine of thoſe walls 
Which Muſick built. When Minos cruel tribute 
Robb'd mothers of their deareſt babes, toglur 
His ravenous Minotaur ; I for ſafety fled 
With my young ſonnes, bur call'd my Countries hare 
Upon my head, whom miſerie made malicious, - 
Each father had a curſc in ſtore for me, 
Becauſe I ſhar'd not inthe common loff: , 
Yer would have willingly chang'd fortunes with me... 
I dxre not meerthe vulgars violent rage 
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I gd with Luna corporally joyn'd ; 
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Eager :gainſt me. I will therefore ſtudie 
Some mcans to live conceal'd. 


SCEN.II, 


Demetrius, Aſetns. 


| Aſe.x Have hcard my mother, 


Who had more proverbs in her mouth then tceth, 


| (Peace with her ſoule where ere it bey afficm, 


Marry too {50n, and you *ll repent roo late. 

A ſentence worth my meditation : 

For marriage is a ſerious thing : perchance 

Fair Phryne is no maid ; for women may 

Be teau;cous yct no virgins. Fair and chaſte 

Are not of neceflarie conſequence, 

Or being both fair and chaſte ſhe may be barren ; 

And then when I am old, I ſhall nor have 

A boy=—to date on as my father @oes. 
Dem. Kind fortune fan you with a courtcous wing. 
Aſot, A pretty complement. Whar arr thou, fellow ? 
Dem, A Regiſter of heaven,a privie Counſellour 

To all the planets, one that has b.en tenant 

To the twelve houſes, Tutour to the Fares, 

That taught *em tli* art of ſpinning ; a live Almanack, 

One that by ſpeculation in the Rarres 

Can forctell any thing. Aſot. How'! foretell anything ? 

How many years are paſt ſince Thebes was built ? 
Dem. That is not to foretell 2 you ſtare the queſtion 

Of times already paſt. Aſot. And cannot you 

As well foretcll things paſt as things ro come ? 

Say, Regiſter of heaven, and privy Counſellour 

To all the planers, with the reſt of your titles, 

( For I ſhall ne*re be able ro repeat 'em all ) 

Shall I, as I intend, to day be marricd 2? 
Dem. Th Almutes, or the Lord of the Aſcengent, 


To: 
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Tothe Almures of the ſeventh houſe, 
Which is the matrimoniall family : 
And'therefore I conclude the nuprials hold. 
And yer th* Aſpe& is not in Trine or Sextile, 
Bur in the Quartile radiation 
Or Terragon, which ſhews an inclination 
Averle, and yctadmitting of reception. 
Ic will, although encouncred with impediment, 
Ar laſt ſuceeed. Aſot. Ha | what bold impediment 
Is ſo audacious te cncount-r me ? 
Be he Almutes ef what houle he pleaſe ; 
Ler his Aſp:& be Scxtile, Trine, or Quartile ; 
I doe net fear him with his radiacions, 
His Tetragons, and inclinations : 
If he provoke _ lene, I'll have him know 
I ſouldiers feed all mince him, and my Poets 
Shall with a ſatyre ſteep'd in gall and vineger, 
Rhycthme*em to d:ath, as they do rats in Ir:laud, 
Dem. Good words. 
There *s no reſiſtance to the laws of Fate. 
This ſublunary world muſt yicld obedience 
To the celeftiall virtues. Aſot. One thing more 
I would defire to know : Whether my ſpouſe 
That ſhall be be immaculare. I *dbe loch 
To marry an Advowſion that has had 
Other incumbents. Dems, I 'll reſolve you inſtantly. 
The Dragons-rail ſtands where the head ſhould be , 
A ſhrewd ſuſpicion, ſhe has been ſtrongly rempred. 
Aſot. The Dragons-rail putsme in a horrible fear. 
I feel a kind of ſting in my head already. dd 
Dem. And Mars being Landlord of & eleventh houſe, 
Plac'd inthe Ram and Sccrpion, plainly fignifics 
Thc maid has been love ; bur the Aſpe& 
Being without reception laycs no guilr 
Of a& upon her. 
Aſot. I ſhall be jealous preſently : 
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For the Ram is but an ill fign in the head : 
And'you know what Scorpio aims at in the Almanack, 
Dem. But when 1 ſce th' Aſcendent and his Lord, 
With the good Moon in angles and fixt ſignes, 
I do conclude her virgin pure and ſpotleſle, 
Aſot. T thank th' Aſcendent, and his noble Lord, 
He ſhall be welcom to my houſe at any time, 
| And ſo ſhall miſtrefle Muon with all her angles 
| And her fixt fignes. But how come you to know 
| All this for cenain > Pem. Sir, the learned Cabaliſts, 
And all the Chaldees do conclude it lawiull ; 
As Afia, Baruch, and Abohali, 
| Caucaph, Tox, Atcaphan,and Albuas, 
Gaſar,with Hali, Hippocras, and:Lencuo, 
With Ben, Bexeſaph:n, and Albubetes. 
Aſot. Arc A fla, Baruch, and 4Abobatt, 
Wich all the reſt o th* jury, men of credir ? 
Dem. Their words {hall go as farre i* th* Zodiack, Sir, 
As anothers bend. A4ſot. I am beholding to *em. 
; Another ſcruple yer : —| would haye children too, 
Children to ; tk on, Sir, when I grow old ; 
Such as will ſpend when I am dad and gone, 
And make me have ſuch fine dreams in my grave. 
Dem. Sir, y* are a happy man, I do not ſee 
In all your horoſcope one fign maſculine 3 
For ſuch portend ftcrilitie.. 4ſot How 's that, man ? 
Is *t poſſible for any man to ha* children | 
Witkout a ſign maſculine ?.Dew, Sir, you miſtake me: 
You are nor yer initiate. The Almures 
Of the Aſcendent is not elevated 
Above the Almutes of the filial houſe : 
Venus is free,and Jove not yet combuſt : 
And then the fignifier being lodg'd 
In watry Ggnes, the Scorpion, Crab,and Fiſh, 
Foreſhew a numetous iflue of both ſcxcs. 
} And Mercury in *s exaltations 


Plac'd in their angles, and their points ſucceſſive, ' 
Bcholds the Lords of the Triplicitie 
Unhindred in their iufluence. You were borne 
Under a getting conſtellation, 
A fruQtifying ſtarre.——sS1r, I pronounce you 
A joyfull tacher. &ſot, Happy be the houre ' 
I mer with thee ! I *I1 ha* thee live with me. 
Thou ſhalt be my domeſticall Aftronomer. 
T have a brace of Poets as fit as may be, 
To furniſh thee with verſes for w moneth, 
Sr, fince the gracious ſtarres do promiſe me 
So numerons a troup of ſonnes and daughters, 
'T is fic I ſhouli have my meanes in'my owne hands 
To provide for 'em all-: therefore I fain would know 
Whether my father be——long- liv'd or no. 
Dem. The planet Mats is Orientall now 
To Saturne ; but in reference to the Sun 
He bears a Wcſterly poſition. 
Which Yl:m linking Saturn with the Sun 
In oppoſition, both finiſterly 
Fall'n from their corners, plainly ſignifies 
He cannor long ſurvive. 4ſot. Why who can help it > 
There *s no refiſtance to the Izws of Fate : 
This ſublunary world muſt yeild obedience 
To the celeſtiall vertues.—Wcre 'r not providence 
To beſpeak mourning elokes :gainſt the funcrall ? 
Dem, *T is good to be in readinefſe. ſor. If thou be 
So cunning a PR tell me ; Do I mean 
To ergertein thee far my wizard ? 
. Dem. Sir, | 
I do not fee the leaſt Azymenes, 
Or planetary hindrance, Alcocoden | 
Tells me you will. A4ſot. Tell Alcocoden then 
He is ? th' right. Thraſymachus,Hyperbolus ! a; 
We have increas'd our family:ſee him enroll'd, 
He is a man of merit, and can prophefie, 
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" Scene 3, 4» The Jealom Lovers, 29 
Th:aſ.We 'Il drench him inthe welcom of the cellar, 
And tric if he can propheſic who falls firſt, 
Aſoet. How will the world admire me,when they ſee 
My houſe an Academic, all the arrs 
Wait at my table, every man of qualitie 
Take ſanuary here ! 1 will be patrone 
To twenty libcrall ſciences. 


SCEN. III. 
Aſotus, Ballio, 


Ball. A Fair ſunne 
Shine on the happy bridegroom, Aſot. Quondam 
Tutcur, 

( For I am paſt all cuition bur my wif:s ) 
Thanks for your withes ; have you ſtudicd yer 
How with one caarge (fer ceremonious charge 

I care nor for) I may exprefle my gricf 
At the ſad funcrals of my friends deceas'd, 

And yet proclaim with how much joy I wed 
The beauteous Phryne ? Ball. I have beat my brain 

To find our a right garb : wear theſe two clokes. 
This ſable garment, forrows Liverie, 

Speaks funcrall : this richer robe of joy, 
Sayes 'r is a nuptiall ſolemnitie, 

Aſot, A choice device;--1 *l1 pratice, Ball. Rarely well. 


S CEN. I1I11, 
Aſotus, Ballio, Simo, 
$11.C*Ood monow, boy: how flowes thy blocd, Aſotus, 
Upon thy wedding-day -'is it ſpring-tide ? 

Find'ſt thou an aRive conage in thy vp5.A 
Wilc thou at night create me Grandlire ? ha ? 
O, I remember with whar \ prightly courage 

I bedded thy old mother, and that night 


Bid fair for thee, boy:how I curſt the ceremonies, 
An4 —_— the a ſcrambled for my points | 
Too flowly! *T was a happy night, Aforus. 

Aſot. How ſad a day is this ! methinks the ſunne 
Aﬀ.ighted with our ſorrows ſhould run back 
Into bis Eaſtern palace, and for ever 
Sleep in the lap of T herts, Can he thew 
A glorious beam whenT yndarus is dead, 
AnJ4 fair Techmefla ? I will weep a floud 
Deep as Deucalions ; and again the Chaos 
Sha'l muffle up the lamentable world 
In ſable clokes of griefe and black confuſion 1 

Sim. Whart ails my boy ? unſcaſonable grief 
Sh:11 not diſturb thy nuptialls.—Good Aſotus, 
Be not ſo paſſionate. Ball, What incomparable mirth 
g ould ſach a dotard and his humyrous ſonne 
Make in a Comede, if a learned pen 
Had the expreſſion ! 4ſot. Now the t'other cloke, 
In what a vcrdant weed the ſpring arayes 
Freſh Tellus in | how Flora decks the hclds 
With all her tapeſtric ! and the Choriſters 
Of cyery grove chant Carolls : Mirth is come 
To viſit mertalls, Every thing is blithe , 
Jocund, and joviall. All the gods arrive 
To grace our nuprtialls. Let us fing and dance, \ 
That heaven may ſee our revels, and ſend down tf 
The planets in a Maſque, the more to grace 
This dayes ſolemnitie, Sim. I, this, Afotus ; 
There *s muſick, boy, in this: Aſot, Now this cloke apain, 
You gods, you overload mortalitic, | 
And preſſe our ſhoulders with too great a weight 
O'+ diſmall miſcries, All content is fled 
With Tyndarus and Techmeſla. Ravens croak 
'Abour my houſe, ill-boding ſchrich-owls ſing 
Epichalamiums to my ſpoule and me. 
Can I dream pleaſures, or expe to raſte 
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\$cen.5. The Jealons Lovers. - 8 . 
The comforts of the married bed, when Tyndarus, | 
And faire Techmeſſa from the world are gone ? 
No, pardon me, you gentle ghoſts ; I vow 
To cloifter up my grief in ſome dark cell : 
And there, till grief ſhall cloſe my blubber'd eyes, 
Weep forch repentance. Sim. Sure he is diſtraRted * 
Aſotus, do not grive fo : all thy forrows 
| Are doubled in thy father : Pitie me, 
| If nor thy ſelf; O pitie theſe gray haits, 
! Pirie my age, Aforus. Aſot. What a filly fellow 
| My father 1s that knows not which cloke ſpeakes ! 
| Father, you do forget this is our nuptiall. | 
| Caſt off thoſe rropheys of your wealthy brggery, 
And clad your ſelf in rich and ſplendent weeds, 
Such as become my father ; Do not blemiſh 
Our dignity with rags. Appear to day 
As glorieus as the ; vol Ser forth. yourſelf 
In your bright luſtre. Sim, So Iwill, my boy ; 
Was there ever father ſo fortunate in a child > Zxit Sim. 
Aſot. Do not I vary with decorum, Ballie ? 
Ball. 1 do not think but Proteus, Sir, begot you 
On a Chameleon. Aſfot. Nay, I know my Mother 
Was a Chamaleon : for my father allowed her 
Nothing bur aire ro feed on. 


SG EN. V. 


Ballio, Aſotws, Phryne. 


P bryn.R, Ifes Aurora wi:h a happy light 
On my Aſorus 2 4ſot. Beauteous Phryne, wel- 

Although the Dragons cail may ſcandal thee, (come : 

And Mars corrupt the Scorpion and the Ramme ; 

Yet the good Moon in angles and fixt ſignes 

Gives thee a good report. Phryn. What means my dear ? 
Aſfot. Thy dear, my beaureous Phryne, tacans the ſame 

With Hali, Baruch, and Abobali, 

- Caucaph, 'Cox,, Arcaphan, and Albuas, 

LGafar. with f fie, Hippocras, and Lencu? 


4: The fealows Lovers, 
With Ben, Beneſaphan, and Albubetes. | 
Phrys. 1 fearc you ha' ſtudied the black arr of Late. 
Aſot. Ah Girl! Th'-—Almutes of the filial houſe 
Is not depreſs'd, Venus is free, and Jove 
Not yet combuſt : the fignes are warry fignes, 
And Mercury behoJds the trine aſpeGt 
' Unhinder'd in his influence. Phbryz. What of all this ? 
 Aſot. We ſhall have babies plenty : I am grown 
Learned of late. Go Phryne, be in readinefle ; 
T long to tie the knot : ar nigh we *ll make 


At. | 


A young Aſows. Pbryz. Health attend you, Sir,Exit Phyn, | 


SCEN. VI. 
Dipſas, Tyndarus, Evadne, Pamphilus, Techmeſſe, 
Afotus, Ballio, Phroneſium, Priefts and ſacrifice, 
and Hymens ſtatue diſcovered. 
A ſot,TYndarus living ? here,take this cloke away,Ballo: 
© We have no uſe on 'c. Bat, The more ſorrow 's 
miNnc. 
Tys. How does my friend Aſotus?Aſot. You are welcome 
From the dead, Sir : I hope our friends in Elyſium 
Are __ healch. Ty». Ballio, I thank you heatrily, 
Yau had an honeſt and religious care | 
To ſe us both well buricd. Bal, I fhall be hang'd, Ez. 


The fong and ſacrifice. 


Prieft. Hymen, thou God of union, with ſmooth brow 
Accepr our pious Orgies. Thou that tieſt 

Hearts in a knot, & link'ſt in ſacred chains (He preſents 
The mutual! ſouls of Layers,may it pleaſe Tyndarus & 
Thy Deicie to admit inte the number E vade. 
Of my chaſte votaries this bleſlcd pair. 
Mercy, you. gods ! rhe ſtatue rurns away. 

Tyn. Why ſhould this be ? The reaſon is apparent : 
Evadne has been falſe, and the chaſte deitic 
; . Abhorres the ſacrifice of a ſported ſoul. 

. Goqhoudillembler, mask thy ſclfin modeſtic, * 


| 


| 


} Scen.6. T he Jealous Lovers. - $3 
Wear virtue for a veil, and paint balſe bluſhes | 
Oathy adu'terate cheek, Thangh thew mayft ccacn 
| The eyes of man, and cheat the purblind world, 
Heaven has a piercing fight. Hymen, I chank thee, 
Thou ſtoppedſt my foot ſtepping into. the gul. - 
How neare was I daranation ! Ewad. Gentle Hymen, 
Whar finne bave I willingly coounirted 

' To call heavens anger on me? Prieft. If there be 

| A ſecret guilt in theſe, that hath offended 

| Thy mi PRI thou pleaſe to prove Heproſonts 


Thisother knot? The Stamerturnsagain ! Pam,& Tech, 
Whar prodigies are theſe ! Pam. Celeſtiall powers, | 
You tyrannize o're man : and yet * is finne 
| To ask you why you wrong us. Tech. Cunning Phamphilus, ' 
Though, like a ſnake, you couch your ſelt in flowers, 
The gods can find your lurking, and herray 
The {ported skin. Prieft. Above this twenty yeares 


, 


* Have I attended on thy facred Temple, 
Yer never ſaw thee ſo incens'd, dread Hymen. 
on Ty. To ſearch the reaſon, will you pleaſe to profer 


Theſe to his godhead ? Prieſt. Will thy godhead deigne 

| Theſe rwo the bleflings of the geniall ſheer > He pueſtnts ' 

. | He beckens*m.Tyn. I,therethe faichis plighted. Pam. & 

it. | Falſe Phamphilus,che honour of the remple, Ewad, 
And the reſpe& I beare rebgion, 

Cannor prote& thee. I will tain the altars, 

ſe | And ſprinkle every ſtatue inthe ſhrine thunder. 

Witch treacherus bloud. Prieſt. Provoke not Joves. juſt 

'r Tyn. Well, you may take Evadne ; heaven give you joy. 

he Pam, Religion is mere juggling. This is nothing 

But the Prieſts knavery : a kind of holy trick 

To gain their ſuperſtition eredir. Hymen, 

Why doſt thou turn away thy head ? I fear 

Thy baſhfull deitie is aſhanv'd to look 

A woman in the face. It fo, 1 pardon thee : 

If our of ſpight thou crofl: me, know, weak godhead, 

. I'll teach mankind acuſtome thar ſha)l bring 
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Ree The jealdma Lovers, 

F altarsto neglet. Lovers ſhall couple 

tw ann. tha Wray and ne're ſtand 

Upon the tedious —— : 

And then thou Prieſt mayſt ſtarve. Who in your temple 

Will light a cere-candle, or for incenſe burn 

A grain of frankincenſe ? Chrem. Heaven inftru& our ſouls 

To find the ſecret myſterie ! 4ſot. 1 have cntenein'd 

Onethat by Ylcm and Aldeboran, 

"With the almutes, can tell any thing. 

T'lI fetch him hither : he ſhall reſolve you, Exit Aſt. 
Chrem, Man is a hip that fails with adverſe winds, 

And has no haven till he land ar death. 

Then, when he thinks his hands faſt graſpthe bank, 

Comes a rude billow betwixt him and ſatctic, 

And beats him back into the deep again. 


SCEaANVIL 
Enter Aſotus, Demet/ius © maneit Ceter. 


Aſot.JErc 's another figure tocaſt, Sir, Theſe two Gen- 
rlemen 

Der, A ſudden joy o'recomes me. 4ſot. Are to marry 

Old Chremylus daughters. This is T yndarus, 

And he ſhould have Evadne : and this Pamphilus, 

That has a moneths mind to Techmeſla ; bur that Hymen 

Looks with a wry neck at 'm. If the Aſcendent 

With all his radiations and aſpeRs 

Know any thing, —here *s one that can unfold ir. 

I muſt go fir my ſelf for mine own wedding. Exit. 
Dem. Flie from the temple you unhallowed rroup, 

Thar dare preſent your finnes for facrifice 

Before the gods ! Chrem. What ſhould this language mean? 
Dem. Think youthat heaven will cyer ſigne a grant 

To your inceſtuous matches ? Chem How inceſtuous ? 
Dem, This is not Tyndarus, but Demetrius ſon, 

Call'd Clinias, and fair Eyadne's brother, 

Evadne truſted in exchange to Chremylus, 

For young Timarchus,whom Demetrius took 
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T he Jealons Lovers. ” 
With him to Athens, when he fled from Thebes 


To fave the infants trem the monſters jaws, 
The cruel Minotaur, Marvell not the gods 
Forbid the banes, when in each march is inceſt. 
Cbr. I wonder he hould know this. Tyr. I am amaz'd. 
Dem.I will confirm your faith. Tyz,My father ? (He puls 
Pam, My father ? off bus arſawiſe. . 
Dem. Nov, good Timarchus,ask thy blefling there. 
Sir, if I not miſtake me, you are Chremylus. 
Pray ler me ſee that ring. Sir, I wuſt challenge it, 
And in requitall will return you this, 
Chrem. Demetrius ! welcome. Now my joyes are full, 


| When I behold my ſonne and my old friend. 


Dem. Which is Evagne ? Bleflings onthy head. 
Now, Chremylus, let us conclude a marriage 
As we at firſt intended ; my Clinias 
Wuh your Techmeſla, and your ſonne Timarchus 
With my Evadne. Chrem, ? nnd has decreed it lo. 

Dem. Are the you Pam. Evad, F 

people plea" 4, Tya, Tech. 5 The wil ofheaven 

Muſt be obey'd. Dem. Now tric it Hymen pleaſe 


| To end all treubles in a happy marriage, 


Prieſt. Hymen, we thank thee, and will crown thy head 
With all the-glorious chaplets of the ſpring : 
The firſt-born kid and fatreſt of our tullecks 
Shall bleed upon thy altars (if ir be 
Lawfull to ſacrifice in blouud to thee, 
That arc the meanes to hte) 'cauſe thy provident mercy 
Prevenzed this inc.ſtuous match. Deigne now | 
Propitious Iookes to rhis-more boly knot. 
This virgin ofters up her untouch'd zone, 
And vows chaſte love to Clinias. All joy to you, 
The fair Evadne too is come to hang 
Her maiden-girdle a thy facred ſhrine, 
And vows ber felte conſtanz to the imbraces 
Of young Timarchus.——Happineſſe wait on both |! 
_ Tyn. 1 ſee our jealous thoughts were ng 18 vain, 


k 


'7 The Jealine Lowers, A& ys,” 
Tarure, abhorring from ſo foul a finne, 
nfus'd thoſe doubts into us. 


| SCEN., VII. 
Enter A{0tus in a;mes with a drum and trumpet, attended 
by Thzaſymachus, Hyperb. Boy. Cher. Simo, Phiyne, 


| je. there beany Knight thar dares lay claime 


”. 1 dare him to th* encounter ; ler him mect me 
Here in the lifts :——lf he be wiſe, he dare nor, 
> But will conſider danger in the aQtion. 

I*Il winne her with my ſword :——miſtake me not, 

I challenge no man. He who dares pretend 

A title to a bair thall ſup with Pluto : 

'*T were cooler ſupping in anather place. 

Ko champian yet appcar ?-—— 1 would fain fight. 
Pt7on. Sir, if you want a champion, I am for you. 
Aſot. I ha' no quarrelto thee, Amazon. 

 -  Phron. I muſt have a hwsband ra>, & I will have a hus 
band ; I, and I will have you : I can ho!d out ne longer: I 
am aweary of eating chalk and coals,and begin ro diſkike the 
ſeeding on oat-meal. The thought of ſo many marriages to- 
has almoſt loſt my maidenhead. 
Aſot. Why, thou ſhalthavemy father: though hebe o'd, 
; He's rich, and will maintein thee bravely. Dad, (happy. 
What think you on 't ? Sz. Thou *It make me, boy,too 
” She ſhall have any thing. Ph7en, You will let me make 
My own conditions. $9. What thou wilt, my girl. 
Phron. I will feed high, go rich, have my fix horſes, 
And my imbroyder'd coach, ride where I liſt, 
Have all the gallants in the town to viſit me, 
Maintein a pair of Ittle legs ro go 
© On idle meſlages to all the RE 
You ſhall denie no Gentleman emtenteinment. 
And wh:n we kifle and toy be it your cue 
>To nod and fall aſle2y. Sim. with allmy heare. 


0 beaureous Phryne,— (as I hope there £'nune) | 


 4ſcr, Then take him,Girlhe willgor trouble thee long; __ 


| 
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: $&r%. 9. T he Jealow Lovers, 
For Mars being orientall unto Saturn, 
And accidentall to the Sunne, proclanns 
He is ſhorr-lived. Phron. Well Sir. for want of a beurer 
I am content to take you. A/ot, Joyn 'em, Pricft. 

Prieſt. Thus 1 conjoyn you in rehigious bands, 

Aſot. Now uſher Phryne ro my amorous armes. 

Prieſt. The generous Aſorus and tair Phryne 

} Preſent their yows unto thee, gracious Hymen. 

Sext.I forbid the banes.Staph.l for- 

bid the banes. of the coffin, 

Aſst. And can there be no weddings withour prodigics ? 
This is th* impediment the Azymencs 
Or Planetary hindrance threatned me. 

By the Almures of the ſeventh houſe, 

In an aſpe& of Terrapon radiation, 

If Luna now be-corporally joyn'd, 

I may o'receme th* averſenefle of my ſtarres. 

Tyn. Sir, as you clear'd our doubts, Iwill clear yours. 
See you thele ghoſts> Well Sexton, rake heed hereatcer 
How you rob the dead ; Tome of *cm may cozen you. 

Sext. Pardon me, Sir ; 1 ferioufly vow 
Henceforth to rob no creature but the Tiving. 

Tys, Well,you thall both faſt ro nighr,and take penance 
ar the lowerend of thetable in theſe Meers;andthar ſhallbe 
your puniſhment, | 

Aſ0t. Phryne, 1 take thee for ny loving ſpouſe. 

Phryn. And I rake 'yoa for-my obedient husband. 

P7ieſt. And 1 conclude the tie, '4ſor.Ha,you ſWweer rogue 2 


SCEN. IX. 
Ent& Ballio with a halter about bs Weck, 


Aſot, Hy how now, Tutour ? a rope about your neck 2? 
I have heard , that hanging and marrying go by 

deftinie ; 

Bur I never thought they hadcome rogether before, 
Ball. I have caſt a ſerious thought upon my guilr, 
And find my ſclf an arcane rognc, The gallows 


" Wy . 
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2 | | all i= inheritance I was ever barn to. f” 


"Eng ucme as you pleaſe, 
# Afor, Pray Sir, lerme beg my Tutours pardon. 
Spare me to day : for when the night comes on X 
There *s lweeter execucions to be dons, 
x. You'have prevail'ds No man be ſad to day. 
Exc, you ſhall dine with m-. 4/ot. Pardon me, Sir : 
-— 2 81} not have it faid by the malicious, that I ate ar anorthers | 
"mans table the firſt diy I ſer up houſe- keeping. No, you. 
- hall all go hoame'and dine with me. | 
- --*Tys. Come then: our joyes are ripen'd to perfeCtion. , {| 
 Letus give heaven the prailc, and all confeſle , | 
© Fhere js a difference *twix: rhe jealoufie | 
* Ofthoſethar wooe, and thoſe that wedded be. 
© This will hatch vipers in the nupriall bed, ; y | 
* Butthatprevencsthe aking of the head. Fxeunt cum chore” 
; / cantantinm in laud, Hynt, 


Epilogus. 
Aſotus, Aſt-9loger. 

- Aſt. LJow now ? Wilf our indeayours give ſatisfaQtion? » 

>” ASt0t. I find by the horoſcope,& the clevation of 

RT bright Aldeboran, a Scxcile oppoſition ; and that thi” 
"Almutcs is inclining to the enemies = ſe. 

 Aſot. Away with your Almunes, Horoſcopes, Eleyations,) i" 

Aldeborans, Sextiles,and Oppoſiuons, I have an art of mine” 

own ta caft this figure by. 


He Lovers now Jealous of nothing be 
, © Bur your acceptance of their Comedic. 
I queſtion not heavens influence : for here 
I dehold Angels of as high a Sphere. 
You arethe ſtarres I gaze at ; we ſhall find 
Our Jabours bleſt, if your Aſpc&s be kind. -| 
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